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PREFACE. 


IN  giving  this  edition  of  fuch  pieces  as 
I have  written  in  the  courfe  of  feveral 
years,  I hope  I may  be  allowed  the  liberty 
of  a few  preliminary  words,  even  though 
they  relate  chiefly  to  myfelf.  It  is  not 
my  intention  to  encroach  too  far  upon  the 
reader’s  patience,  much  lefs  to  trouble 
him  with  anfwers  to  the  cavils  of  critics, 
or  vindications  of  myfelf  or  my  writings. 
The  works  here  colle6led  (except  the 
tranflations,  and  a new  tragedy  in  the  lafl 
volume)  have  been  all,  at  different  times, 
before  the  public.  Their  fate  has  been 
long  ago  decided.  Nothing,  that  I now 
can  offer,  will  extenuate  faults,  or  place 
the  beauties  (if  any  there  are)  in  a more 
advantageous  light.  I may,  however,  be 
permitted  to  obferve,  that  the  greateft 
part  of  what  is  here  offered  to  the  public 
was  finilhed  many  years  ago.  I fet  out 
as  dxi  author  at  a very  early  period  of  life. 

a 3 The 


VI  PREFACE, 

The  Gray  s-Inn  Journal  was  begun,  I may 
fay,  in  a frolic  : That  it  was  continued, 
was  owing  to  the  reception  it  met  with. 
A little  temporary  fuccefs  made  me  fancy 
that  I could  write.  Since  that  time,  I have 
often  thought,  that  I - was  retailing  my 
little  ftock,  when  I ought  to  have  en- 
deavoured to  add  to  it : I was  writing, 

when  I ought  to  have  been  reading.  The 
reft  of  the  feveral  pieces  followed  in  quick 
fucceflion,  and,  perhaps,  with  too  much 
rapidity.  Statius^  as  I remember,  is  the 
only  author  of  antiquity,  who  defires  to 
take  flielter  under  the  excufe  of  quicknefs 
and  difpatch.  I may  fay  with  him,  Diu 
mullu?nque  dubitavi^  an  bos  Ubellos.^  qul  fublto 
calore^  ct  quddam  fejllnandl  voluptate  jiuxerant^ 
cum  JinguU  de  Jinu  meo  prodiijfent,  congregates 
ipfe  dimitterem.  That  writer  adds,  and 
indeed  feems  to  boaft,  that  feveral  of  his 
poems  were  written  in  one  day,  and  few 
in  more  than  nvo.  Being  upon  the  point 
of  publilhing  an  entire  collection  of  his 
detached  pieces,  he  begins  to  fear  that  the 
celerity,  with  which  they  were  written, 
2 will 
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Will  be  no  longer  an  excufe,  when  their 
novelty  is  loft,  Necejfe  ejl  multum  illis  per  eat 
ex  venid^f  cum  amifermt^  quam  folam  habuerunt^ 
gratiam  celerltatis.  Though  I cannot  pre- 
tend to  have  felt,  while  I was  writing,  the 
vigour  and  fpirit  of  that  celebrated  poet ; 
yet  now,  when  my  work  is  over,  I may 
be  allowed  to  fympathize  with  him  in  his 
doubts  and  fears.  The  dramatic  pieces, 
here  colle6fed  together,  do  not  follow  one 
another  in  order  of  time,  as  they  were 
written ; for  the  information,  however, 
of  fuch,  as  may  have  that  kind  of  curio- 
fity,  at  the  end  of  thefe  fheets,  the  reader 
will  find  an  arrangement  of  them  in  their 
chronological  order. 

For  the  defedls,  that  hafte  may  have 
occafioned,  I have  endeavoured,  by  a care- 
ful revifal,  to  make  all  the  atonement  in 
my  power.  While  the  pieces  lay  fcattered 
abroad,  like  the  Sybil’s  leaves,  it  was  na- 
tural that  I fhould  wifh  to  fee  them  in  a 
more  corre6l  form.  In  giving  this  Edition, 
I hope  that.  I lliall  not  be  charged  with 
vanity  or  prefumption.  The  public,  at 
a 4 various 
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various  times,  have  given  to  thefe  works 
fome  degree  of  fanftion ; and,  if  I have 
laid  out  a portion  of  my  time  in  an  honeft 
endeavour  to  render  what  they  approved 
lefs  inexcufable,  the  attempt,  I hope,  may 
be  fairly  deemed  a mark  of  refpedt  for 
thofe,  who  have  done  me  fo  much  ho- 
nour. In  the  whole  Golleftion  there  is 
but  one  piece,  to  which  a name  of  high 
rank  is  prefixed.  The  Public  have  been 
my  only  patrons.  With  a thorough  con- 
fidence in  their  juftice,  I ftood  forth  upon 
all  occafions ; no  party  made,  no  cabal,  no 
intereft  to  prote6l  me.  Thougli  the  love 
of  fame  was  among  the  inftigations,  that 
fet  me  to  work,  I can  boaft,  with  pride, 
that  I ufed  no  little  artifices  to  obtain  it. 
I had  no  lhare  in  a Newfpaper,  though  I 
know  thofe,  who  thought  fuch  an  ac- 
quifition  a ftep  in  their  road  to  celebrity. 
But  the  praife,  which  a man  gives  himfelf, 
implies  that  no  one  elfe  comes  up  to  his 
mark ; and  the  abufe,  which  he  throws 
out  againft  others,  will  avail  but  little: 
he,  who  would  eclipfe  his  rival,  has  no 
v/ay,of  doing  it  but,  by  writing  bette^. 

In 
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In  the  courfe  of  my  theatrical  career, 
I beg  leave  to  repeat,  that  I relied  upon  the 
Public,  and  the  Public  only.  During  the 
whole  time  I had  no  reafon  to  think  that 
I was  in  favour  with  the  Manager.  Were 
I inclined  to  revive  the  memory  of  petty 
difputes,  I could  ftate  the  number  of  im- 
pediments, that  were  thrown  in  my  way 
by  Mr.  Garrick ; but  of  that  performer  I 
am  now  willing  to  remember  nothing  but 
his  inimitable  talents.  I regret  the  lofs 
of  fo  great  a genius  in  his  art ; and  in  the 
Idea  of  the  confummate  aftor  my  refent- 
ments  are  loft.  The  misfortune  of  Garrick 
was,  that  he  never  had  due  confidence  in  his 
own  talents.  His  love  of  fame  was  un- 
bounded, but  it  was  tremblingly  alive  all  d^er^ 
He  lived  in  a whifpering  gallery,  always 
liftening,  and  anxious  about  himfelf. 
Upon  fuch  a difpofition  they,  who  lacquied 
after  him,  could  make  what  impreflion 
they  pleafed.  A word  was  fufficient;  He 
took  fire  at  the  flighteft  hint ; and  they, 
who  had  finifter  purpofes  to  anfwer,  faw 
the  avenues,  by  which  they  were  to  ap- 
proach him.'  By  the  arts  of  fuch  men, 

he, 
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he,  who  might  always  have  been  at  eafe, 
and  by  his  talents  deferved  to  be  fo,  was 
ever  involved  in  little  difputes  and  jea- 
loufies,  that  made  him  unhappy  through 
life. 

Were  I inclined  to  open  wounds,  which 
have  long  been  clofed,  I could  claim  fome 
merit  with  the  Public,  by  ftating  the  dif- 
ficulties, which  I often  furmounted,  to 
make  my  way  to  their  favour.  Of  the 
fmall  tribe  of  wits  and  critics,  who  never 
ceafed  to  nibble  at  eveiy  piece  that  I of- 
fered to  the  ftage,  I have  but  little  to  fay. 
The  truth  is,  they  gave  me  no  difturbance. 
I fometimes  faw  their  libels,  and  I made 
no  reply.  The  talk  were  endlefs.  Men, 
who  cannot  think  through  a dozen  con- 
nefted  fentences,  can  fpin  out  a paragraph, 
and  if  it  teem  with  virulence,  they  think 
they  have  performed  wonders.  To  the 
degree  of  credit,  whatever  it  be,  that  I 
have  "acquired  with  the  public,  they  have 
been  enemies>  at  leaf!,  twenty  years  : 
but  by  repeating  their  efforts,  they  con- 
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fefs  to  this  hour,  that  there  is  ftill  fome- 
thing  to  be  pulled  down.  I have  fometiines 
the  pleafure  of  hearing  that  the  piece, 
which  is  grofsly  abufed  in  Ibme  morning 
paper,  is  applauded  at  the  theatre  in  the 
evening.  While  this  continues  to  be  the 
cafe,  have  I not  reafon  to  fmile  at  the  in- 
efiedfual  efforts  of  envy,  or  of  malice  ? A 
bad  critic  is  generally  a bad  man:  he 
is  out  of  humour  himfelf,  and  he  wants 
to  communicate  his  rancour  to  others. 

But  I have,  perhaps,  trefpafTed  too  long, 
and  the  fubjecf,  I know,  is  uninterefting. 
I lhall  only  add,  that,  in  this  Edition  will 
be  found,  all  that  I have  written,  or 
would  now  be  anfwerable  for,  except  an 
EJf^y  on  the  Life  and  Genius  of  Henry  Fielding^ 
and  a tranflation  of  MarmontePs  Belfarius. 
Of  the  . political  papers,  which  fell  from 
my  pen  many  years  ago,  I hope  no  trace 
is  left.  With  all  the  ardour  of  youth, 
and  the  inexperience  which  belongs  to  it, 
I engaged  in  that  field  of  controverfy;  but 
I was  foon  taught  by  Sir  Richard  Steel 
to  abandon  it  for  ever.  In  fome  part  of 

his 
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his  works,  that  lively  and  agreeable  writer 
relates  aftoiy,which  determined  me  topur- 
fue  that  road  of  ambition  no  further.  Were 
the  book  at  hand,  I Iholild  give  it  in  his  own 
words.  It  now  muft  lofe  that  grace,'  with 
which  he  could  decorate  whatever  he  told. 
The  fubftance  is  as  follows:  Two  rival  na- 
tions were  divided  from  each  other  by  a wide 
river.  At  their  joint  expence  they  threw 
a bridge  over  the  current,  and  preferved 
a communication.  In  the  councils  of  one 
of  thefe  neighbouring  dates,  ambition  and 
the  rage  of  conqueft  were  the  leading 
principles.  The  plan  of  an  invafion  was 
concerted  with  the  profoundeffc  fecrefy.' 
Their  troops  were  put  in  motion  : by  a 
forced  march  they  poured  down  on  every 
fide  to  crofs  the  river,  and  take  their  ad- 
verfary  by  furprife.  A farmer,  who  lived 
at  the  foot  of  the  bridge,  refolved  to  ferve 
his  country  in  the  moment  of  danger.  To 
prevent  a fudden  inroad,  he  formed  the 
plan  of  a barricade  acrofs  the  bridge,  and 
fent  off  an  exprefs  to  the  metropolis.  Hav- 
ing called  all  hands  to  work,  he  contrived, 

with 
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with  his  carts,  his  waggons,  and  imple- 
ments of  hufoandry,  to  fecure  the  pafs. 
An  army,  in  the  mean  time,  marched  down 
to  the  frontier,  and  the  enemy,  finding 
their  defign  counteracted,  retired  without 
ftriking  a blow.  The  parliament  met: 
addreffes  were  voted  : the  commander  of 
the  forces  received  the  thanks  of  both 
houfes,  and  the  a6livity  of  government  was 
painted  forth  in  terms  of  adulation.  A 
member,  however,  rofe  in  his  place,  and, 
after  bluntly  obfervlng,  that,  in  the  tide 
of  joy,  the  honeft  farmer  was  forgotten, 
gave  notice  of  a motion  in  his  favour.  The 
minifter  affured  the  houfe,  that  he  in- 
tended to  take  his  cafe  into  confideration. 
In  two  days  afterwards,  he  was  as  good  as 
his  word.  He  brought  in  a bill,  whereby 
it  was  enafted,  that  the  farmer  and  his 
poferity  fhould  have  the  foie  prfvilege  of 

BEGGING  UPON  THE  BRIDGE. 
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Nunclafama  ruiC:,  matrlfque  allabitur  aures; 

Evolat  infellx,  et  femineo  ululatu 
ScifTa  comam,  miiros  amens  atque  agmina  curfii 
Prima  petit : non  ilia  virum,  non  ilia  Pericli, 
Teiorumque  memory  c^lum  dehinc  queilibus  implet. 
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T O T H E 

RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

John,  Earl  of  Bute, 

GROOM  of  the  STOLE 

TO  HIS 

Royal  Highnefs  the  Prince  of  Wales* 


My  Lord, 

The  generous  concern  you  were  pleafed 
to  exprefs,  at  the  firH  reprefentation  of 
the  following  fcenes,  for  the  anxieties  of  a 
young  Author,  then  wholly  unknown  to  your 
Lordfliip,  and  trembling  for  his  firfh  attempt 
towards  the  graveft,  moralefl,  and  mofh 

A 2 pro- 
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profitable  of  all  poems,”  as  Milton  calls  a 
Tragedy,  was  the  diftinguifhing  mark  of  a 
mind  truly  great,  and  endued  with  thofe  fine 
feelings  which  are  the  ornaments  of  even 
greatnefs  itfelf.  To  this  your  innate  partiality 
for  every  endeavour  in  the  polite  arts  I mufl 
afcribe  it,  that  the  play  met  with  an  early  ap- 
probation from  your  Lordfhip ; an  approbation 
that  was  at  once  the  author’s  pride,  and  his^ 
llrongefi:  aflurance  of  fuccefs. 

The  Public  have  indeed  very  far  outgone  my 
moft  fanguine  hopes,  in  their  reception  of  this 
piece : but  now,  my  Lord,  T/je  Orphan  has 

another  fevere  trial  to  go  through  \ he  mufl;  ad- 
venture into  the  world,  unalTifted  by  the  advan- 
tages of  reprefentation  : he  muft  enter  your 

Lordfliip’s  clofet,  and  there  ftand  the  examina- 
tion of  the  mofl:  accurate  criticifm.  In  Meti 
dej'ce7idat  judicis  aiires.  This  cannot  but  be  an 
alarming  circumftance  to  a writer  fully  con- 
fcious  of  his  own  inability ; who  has  not  been  - 
able  entirely  topleafeeven  his  owntafle;  who 
defpairs  of  fatisfying  others  of  a more  exalted 
reiifli  in  the  arts,  and  therefore  craves  at  your 

Lord- 
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Lordfhip's  hands  that  proteilion  to  his  induf- 
try,  which  he  is  aware  cannot  be  granted  to 
his  merit. 

I have  the  honour  to  remain,  with  the  trueft 
refpeft,  and  molt  grateful  acknowledgment. 


My  Lord, 

Your  Lordlhip's 
Moft  obliged, 

I 

and  mod:  devoted 
humble  fervant, 

ARTHUR  MURPHY. 


J»-incoln*s  Inn, 
i^pril  30,  1759. 
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prologue. 

By  WILLIAM  WHITEHEAD,  Elq; 
POET-LAUREAT. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  HOLLAND. 


^NOVGH  of  Greece  dnd  Rome : TV  exhaujied Jlore 
Of  either  nation  now  can  charm  no  more, 

Ev'n  adventitious  helps  in  vain  we  try  : 

Our  triumphs  languijhin  the  public  eye  \ 

And  grave  proceffions^  inufically  flow^ 

Here  pafs  unheeded^  as  a Lord  Mayors  JheWi 

On  eagle  wings  the  poet  of  to-night 
Soars  for  frejh  virtues  to  the  four  ce  of  light ; 

T ? China's  cafern  realms  : and  boldly  bears 
Confucius'  morals  to  Britannia' s ears. 

Accept  th'  imported  boon  ; as  ecchoing  Greece 
Receiv'd  from  wand' ring  chiefs  her  golden  fieece  \ 

Nor  only  richer  by  the  fpoils  become^ 

Butpraife  the  advent  rous  youth ^ zvho  brings  them  homti 

One  dubious  charafter^  we  own^  he  drazvsy 
A patriot  zealous  in  a monarch's  caufe  ! 

Nice  is  the  tafi  the  varying  hand  to  guidcy 
, And  teach  the  blending  colours  to  divide ; 

JFhere^  rainhow~Uke^  th"  encroaching  tints  invade 
Each  other's  hounds,  and  mingU  light  withjhade^ 

Jf 
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If  then^  ajftduous  to  obtain  his  end^ 

You  find  too  far  the  fubjeli^s  zeal  extend  \ 

If  undiJlinguijF d loyalty  prevails^ 

Where  nature  flndnksy  and  flrong  affeSlton  fails^ 

On  China''  s tenets  charge  the  fond  mljlake^ 

And fpare  his  error  for  his  Virtue'*  s fake. 

From  nobler  motives  our  allegiance  fprlngs. 

For  Britain  knows  no  Right  Divine  In  Kings  : 

From  Freedom's  cho'ice  that  hoofed  right  arofe^ 

And  thro*  each  line  from  Freedom*  s choice  It  flows, 
fuflce.^  ivlth  Mercy  'jo'in* d.,  the  throne  maintains  ; 

And  In  his  People* s Hearts  our  Monarch  reigns. 


DR  A- 


Dramatis  Perfonae 


Timurkan,  Emperor  of  the 


I Mr.  Havard^ 

Mr.  Garrick., 
Mr.  Mossop. 


Tartars, 

Zamti,  a Mandarine, 
Etan,  educated  as  his  Ton, 


Hamet,  a youthful  Captive,  Mr.  Holland. 
Morat,  a friend  of  Zamti,  Mr.  Burton. 
OcTAR,  a Tartar  General,  Mr.  Bransby., 

Mirvan,  a Chinefe  in  the-j 

Tartar’s  fervice,  fecretly  a Mr.  Davies. 
friend  of  Zamti,  J 

Orasming,!  Two  Confpira-  r Mr.  Packer. 
ZiMVENTi,  J tors,  L Mr.  Austin. 

Mandane,.  Zainti’s  wife,  Mrs.  Yates. 


MelTenger,  Guards,  &c. 


SCENE,  PekiN;,  Capital  of  China 
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ACT  the  FIRST. 


Enter  Etan,  meeting 
Etan. 

SELIM,  from  whence  ? What  ftation  ? Froni 
what  poft  ? 

How  (lands  the  fate  of  China  ? Whence  that  tumult. 
That  mingled  burft  of  horror  and  defpair. 

That  rofe  to  Heav’n,  as  if  the  found  imported 
The  wreck  of  Nature  ? 

Selim, 

With’toofure  prefage 

It  fpeaks  the  fall  of  China : all  who  rufli'd 

With  eager  hope  this  morning  to  yon  plains, 

. To  learn  the  earlieft  tidings  of  their  fate. 

Now  back  recoil 3 they  pour  into  the  city; 

Difmay  and  horror  wild  in  ev’ry  face  ! 

Soon  as  they  reach'd  the  gates,  a peal  of  groans 
Burft  forth  at  once  !— Then  filence  deep  and  vaft 
Enfued,  and  forrow  without  tongue  or  utterance 
Roams  through  each  ftreet ; matrons  and  hoary  firqs 
All  to  their  fev'ral  habitations  prefs, 
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Embrace  their  young  ones,  and  in  penfive  mood 
Await  their  final  doom. 

Etan. 

Then  Timurkan 

Has  conquer’d,  and  that  burfi,  that  rent  the  fkies,^ 
Was  the  laft  gafp  of  freedom  and  of  laws, 

A dying  nation’s  groan  !— This  dead  repofe 
Deepens  the  horror  of  the  dreadful  fcene. 

Where,  Selim,  is  my  father  ? Where  is  Zamti  ? 

• Selim. 

On  the  high  rampart  near  the  Ealhern  gate 
But  now  I left  him  from  that  poll  he  views 
The  gen’ral  panic  ^ there  beholds  the  ruin, 

T li’  inevitable  ruin  that  furrounds  us. 

Amazement  for  awhile  fupprefs’d  his  voice  ; 
With  folded  arms  he  flood  ^ then  with  a figh 
Elis  lab’ring  bofom  heav’d  j at  length,  he  cried,^ 
The  Tartar  has  prevail’d,  and  refignation 
Is  now  the  only  virtue  Fate  has  left  us. 

Etan. 

To  bow  the  neck  to  the  fell  Tartar’s  yoke,. 

Is  that  the  refignation  Heav’n  demands  ? 

No  ; let  us  fummon  all  that’s  left  of  valor; 
Oppofe  the  Tartar’s  entry,  man  the  works, 

And  arm  each  hand  for  freedom  : Timurkan 
Will  Hirink  and  look  difmay’d,  when  he  beholds 
That  we  have  fpirits  here,  who  ftill  can  mock 
His  utmofl  rage,  and  on  the  brink  of  ruin 
Snatch  the  frill  wav’ring,  the  unfettled  vi(5lory’ 

Ev’n  from,  the  conqu’ror’s  fword. 

Selim. 

My  friend  forbear ; 

This  tow’ring  fpirit,  this  impetuous  ardor 
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Can  nought  avail ; can  only  heap  deftrudlion 
On  thcve,  on  Zamti,  and  that  belt  of  women. 

Your  wretched  mother,  the  forlorn  Mandane, 

Whofe  evhy  fentiment,  whofe  ev’ry  pafiion 
Big  with  the  image  of  a much-lov’d  fon. 

Still  turns  to  thee ; ev'n  from  her  country’s  caufe. 
And  our  long  line  of  Kings,  to  thee  fhe  turns 
With  the  ftrong  ardour  of  maternal  love. 

Etan. 

Yes,  Selim,  yes,  her  tendernefs  of  foul, 

Ever  awake,  alarm’d,  and  prone  to  melt 
For  other’s  good,  regardlefs  of  herfelf, 

Starts  and  turns  pale  at  evhy  cloud  that  low’rs ; 

Sees  fancied  ills,  and  each  fad  moment  proves 
The  ilrong  vicilTitude  of  hope  and  fear. 

Be  it  thy  care,  my  friend,  to  fee  Mandane ; 

A ffuage  her  troubled  fpirit : in  this  hour, 

I'his  crifis  of  our  fatOj  let  her  remain 

Safe  in  her  done  retreat : Til  round  the  walls, 

And  feek  my  father’s  prefence  : in  his  foul 
My  voice  lhall  wake  the  patriot  dame,  and  rouz^ 

All  that  is  hero  in  him  : Selim,  yes  ; 

We’ll  dare  for  Liberty,  or  bravely  die* 

[ExU, 

Selim.  ( alone ) 

Go,  gen’roUs  youth,  go  feek  thy  father’s  prefence  j 
From  him  thoul’t  learn  how  vain  this  dwelling  tidst 
Of  defp’rate  valour.— Ha  ! Mandane  comes. 

And  her  looks  fpeak  the  horror  of  the  timCi 

Enter  Mandane  and  MiPvVan. 
Mandane. 

No,  never,  Mirvan,  never— urge  no  more  ,* 

’Tis  vain,  ’tis  ineffedlual ; gracious  Fleav’n  ! 

Will  not  this  palace  drench’d  in  gore  i the  crowii 
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Of  China’s  Kings  fix’d  on  the  Tartar’s  brow  f 
Will  not  a trad:  of  twenty  years  in  bondage,  ^ 
Ah  ! will  not  thefe  fuffice,  without  frefh  caufe 
Of  bitter  anguilh  in  Mandane’s  bread  ? 

Mirvan. 

The  meafure  of  our  woes  has  long  been  full. 

Our  King’s  dethron’d,  olir  country  laid  in  ruin. 
Nought  elfe  is  worth  a pang. 

Mandane. 

Yes  all,  we  all 

Mud  feel  the  kindred  touch  : each  day  the  cries 
Of  widows,  orphans,  father,  fon  and  brother  ’ 

In  vain  are  fent  to  Heav’n ; the  ruthlefs  fury 
Of  thefe  barbarians,  thefe  accurs’d  invaders. 

Burns  with  increafmg  fire ; the  thunder  dill 
Rolls  o’er  our  heads,  engend’ring  in  its  courfe 
New  flame,  new  vengeance,  with  colledled  wrath 
To  burd  at  once,  and  bury  us  in  ruin. 

Mirvan. 

And  quickly  fall  it  mud  : the  hand  of  Heav’n 
Weighs  this  great  empire  down. 

Mandane. 

No — tax  not  Heav’n  ! 

Almighty  judice  never  bares  its  arm 
’Gaind  innocence  and  truth  : ’tis  Timurkart, 

That  fell  barbarian,  that  infatiate  wader. 

May  curfes  blad  the  Tartar  !— He— ’tis  he 
Has  bore  down  all,  and  dill  his  reeking  fword. 

In  yonder  field  of  Death,  where  Corea’s  troops 
Made  their  lad  dand  for  Liberty’and  China, 
Crimfons  the  land  with  blood. — This  battle  lod — 
And  is  there  then  no  hope  The  Tartar  comes — 
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In  triumph  faid'ft  thou  ?— from  what  quarter^— how. 
Whence  came  the  tidings  ? 

Selim.  ' 

From  yon  lofty  towV, 

As  my  eye  ftraining  toward  the  diftant  plain 
Sent  forth  an  anxious  look,  thro*  clouds  of  dull 
The  favage  bands  appear’d  ; the  wefbern  fun 
Gleam’d  on  their  burnifh’d  helms  ; and  foon  a fhout 
From  their  glad  multitude  proclaim’d  th’ approach 
Of  Timurkan  : once  more  inflam’d  with  conqueft 
The  tyrant  comes,  and  foon  within  our  walls 
Uprears  his  conq’ring  banner. 

Mandane. 

Selim,  go  ; 

Again  look  out ; gather  the  flying  news, 

And  let  me  know  each  circumftance  of  ruin. 

[Exit  Seli.m. 

Mirva>j. 

Better  fupprefs  thofe  unavailing  tears, 

That  fruitlefs  flood  of  grief. 

Mandane. 

It  will  not  be ; 

Ev’n  midft  the  horrors  of  this  difmal  hour. 

When  Fate  has  all  transferr’d  from  loft  Cathai, 

To  vile  barbarian  hands  ; yes  even  now. 

In  thefe  black  moments  of  defpair  and  ruin. 

This  heart  revolting  from  the  public  caufe. 

Bleeds  from  a private  fource  ; bleeds  for  the  woes 
That  hang  o’er  Zamti’s  hoiife. 


Each  fun  that  rifes, 


Brings 


Mirvan. 
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Brings  fome  new  grief  and  where  our  fate  will  ftopi 
Heav'n  only  knows. 


Mandane. 

Ay,  there,— there  lies  the  thought 
At  which  imagination  ftarts  appall’d 
With  horror  at  the  fcene,  her  bufy  workings 
Have  colour’d  to  my  fight ; there  lies  the  thought 
That  wakens  all  a mother’s  fears.  Prote6l, 

Ye  pow’rs,  proted  my  fon  ! 

Mirvan. 

Your  fon,  Mandane  ! 

Have  you  not  check’d  his  ardor  ? with  your  tears, 
Your  foft  authority,  reftrain’d  the  hero 
From  the  alarms  of  war  ? 

Mandane. 

Unconfcious  man  ! 

Thou  little  know’ll  his  danger  ; but  that  truth 
Mull  never  pafs  thefe  lips. 

Mirvan. 

✓ 

I hope  Mandane 

Doubts  not  my  honed;  zeal.  Full  well  you  know, 

1 bear  this  tyrant  deep  and  mortal  hate  ; 

That  under  him  I lift,  and  wear  this  garb 
In  hopes  that  fome  occafion  may  arrive. 

When  I may  ftrike  the  unexpected  blowy 
And  do  my  country  right. 

Mandane* 

Thy  loyalty. 

Thy  truth  and  honour  have  been  ever  fpotlefs. 
Beddest  the  wTongs,  the  countlefs  wrongs,  the  wounds 
He  gave  ypur  injur’d  family  and  name.— 


Mirvan.- 
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Mirvan. 

Alas  ! thofe  wounds  muft  fbili  lie  bleeding  herc^ 
Untented  by  the  hand  of  Time.  Not  all 
His  lenient  arts,  his  favours  heap’d  upon  me. 

Shall  cool  the  burning  anguifh  of  my  foul. 

What  he,  who  flew  my  father  ! dragg’d  my  After, 
Blooming  in  years,  to  his  detefted  bed  ! 

Yes,  tyrant,  yes,  thy  unextinguifh’d  foe 
Dwells  in  this  bofom— furely  then  to  me 
Mandane  may  reveal  her  griefs— 

Mandane. 

No  more — > 

My  woes  muft  reft  conceal’d— yet  fliould  the  Tartar 
Learn  from  the  captives  of  yon  vanquifh’d  hoft. 
That  China’s  Orphan  breathes  the  vital  air. 

And  to  himfelf  unknown,  v/ithin  his  breaft 
Unconfeious,  bears  the  gen’rous  glowing  flame 
Of  all  the  virtues  of  his  ancient  line ; 

Oh  ! fhould  they  know  that  the  dear  youth  furvives. 
Their  fury  then  would  kindle  to  a blaze  . 

Might  fpread  deftru6lion  round,  and  in  the  ruin 
My  blamelefs  fon  muft  perifli. 

Mirvan^ 

Seek  not  thus 

To  multiply  the  ills  that  hover  round  you. 

Nor  from  the  ftores  of  bufy  Fancy  add 
New  fhafts  to  Fortune’s  quiver.  Zamti’s  car© 
Averts  impending  danger  from  his  friends. 

And  o’er  the  Mandarine  his  manners  pure. 

And  facred  function,  have  diffus’d  an  air 
Of  venerable  awe,  which  ev’n  can  teach 
Thefe  Northern  foes  to  foften  into  men. 


Man- 
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Mandane. 

Yes^  Mirvan,  yes.  Religion  wears  a mien 
In  Zamti’s  perfon  fo  feverely  mild. 

That  the  fierce  Scythian  refts  upon  his  fpear, 

And  wonders  what  he  feels  : fuch  is  the  charm 
Of  heart-felt  Virtue ; fuch  is  Nature’s  force 
That  fpeaks  abroad,  and  in  rude  Northern  hearts 
Can  ftamp  the  image  of  an  awful  God  ! 

From  that  fource  fp rings  fome  hope.  W retch  that  I am ! 
Hope  idly  flutters  on  my  trembling  tongue. 

While  Melancholy  brooding  o’er  her  wrongs. 

Lays  wafte  the  mind  with  anguifh  and  defpair. 
What  noife  is  that  ? 


Mirvan, 

Compofe  this  ftorm  of  grief ; 

In  ev’ry  found  your  fancy  hears  the  Tartar  j 
’Tis  Zamti  this  w^ay  bends. 

Mandane. 

Celefliial  Powts  I 

What  laboring  fighs  heave  in  his  breafl:  ? what  horror 
Rolls  in  the  patriot’s  eye?  Thou,  Mirvan,  leave  me, 
Leave  me  in  thofe  lov’d  arms  to  meet  our  fate. 

[Exit  Mir  van  a 

Enter  Zamti. 

Mandane, 

Zamti  ! 

Zamti. 

Mandane ! 


Man- 
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Mandane. 

AK  ! what  haft  thou  feen  ? 

What  heard  ? fay,  quickly  tell— has  Fate  decreed 
The  doom  of  China  ? 


Zamti. 

China  is  no  more; 

The  Eaftern  world  is  loft  ; the  glorious  fabric. 

For  ages  that  hath  ftood,  the  feat  of  empire. 

Falls  with  the  Univerfe  beneath  the  ftroke 
Of  favage  pow’r ; falls  from  its  tow'ring  hopes, 

For  ever,  ever  falFn  ! 

Mandane. 

Yet  why,  ye  pow’rs. 

Why  fhou’d  a tyrant  train’d  to  luft  and  murder, 

A lawlefs  ravager  from  barren  wilds. 

Where  chearful  day  ne’er  dawns,  but  low’ringHeav’n 
For  ever  rolls  a turbulence  of  clouds  ; 

Whylhould  a monfter  thus  ufurp  the  world. 

And  trample  fair  integrity  and  truth 
Beneath  his  ruffian  feet  ? 

Zamti. 

Far  hence,  Mandane, 

Thofe  happy  days,  alas  ! are  fled,  when  Peace 
Here  nurs’d  her  blooming  olives,  and  fhed  round 
Her  foftering  influence— in  vain  the  plan 
Of  facred  laws  by  hoary  elders  taught. 

Laws  founded  on  the  bafe  of  public  weal, 

Gave  leffons  to  the  world ; in  vain  Confucius 
Unlock’d  his  radiant  ftores  of  moral  truth  ; 

In  vain  fair  fcience,  and  each  tender  mufe 
Beam’d  ev’ry  elegance  on  polifli’d  life  ; 

Barbarian  pow’r  prevails  ; whate’er  the  wife, 
Whate’er  the  fons  of  genius  could  infpire. 


All 
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All  that  bright  art  could  give,  muft  fade  away. 
And  ev’ry  virtue  wither  at  the  blafl 
Of  Northern  domination. 

Mandane. 

Fatal  hour ! 

More  fatal  ev’n  than  that  which  firft  beheld 
This  race  accurfl:  within  thefe  palace  walls. 

Since  hope,  that  balm  of  wretched  minds,  is  now 
Irrevocably  lofb. 

Zamti, 

Name  not  the  day. 

Which  faw  this  city  flick'd  : frefh  flream  my  eyes, 
Frefh  bleeds  my  heart,  whene’er  the  fad  idea 
Comes  o’er  my  tortur’d  mind.  Why,  cruel  pow’ 
Why  in  that  moment  could  not  Zamti  fall  ? 

Mandane. 

Thy  office,  and  the  fymbol  of  thy  God, 

Made  ev’n  the  conqueror  fufpend  his  blow. 

And  murmur  foft  humanity.  High  Heav’n 
Protected  thee  for  its  own  great  defigns. 

Zamti. 

Yes,  my  Mandane,  in  that  hour  of  carnage 
For  purpofes  yet  in  the  womb  of  Time 
I was  referv’d  : I was  ordain’d  to  fave 
The  ro)^al  child,  the  dear,  the  precious  babe. 

The  laft  of  ail  my  Kings.  Full  twenty  years 
I’ve  hid  him  from  the  world,  and  from  himfelf. 
And  now  I fwear— kneel  we  together  here. 

While  in  this  dreadful  paufe  our  fouls  renew 
Their  folemn  purpofe.  Thou  all-gracious  Being, 
Whofe  tutelary  care  hath  watch’d  the  fate 
Of  China’s  Orphan,  who  had  taught  his  fteps 
The  paths  of  fafety,  dill  inveJop  him 
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In  fev’n-fold  night,  till  your  own  hour  is  come^ 

Till  your  flow  juilice  fee  the  dread  occafion 
To  rouze  his  foul,  and  bid  him  walk  abroad 
Vicegerent  of  your  pow’r  ; and  if  thy  fervant. 

Or  this  his  foft  aflfociate  e’er  defeat. 

By  any  word  or  deed,  the  great  defign. 

Then  flirait  may  all  your  horrible  difpleafure 
Be  launch’d  upon  us  from  your  red  right  arm. 

And  in  one  ruin  dafli  us^both  together. 

The  blafbed  monuments  of  wrath. 

Mandane. 

That  here, 

Mandane  vows  ne’er  to  betray  his  caufe. 

Be  it  enrolled  in  the  records  of  Heav’n, 

rife. 


Zamti. 

And  now  my  heart  more  lightly  beats ; methinks 
With  flirength  redoubled  I can  meet  the  lliock 
Of  adverfe  fate. 

Mandane. 

And  lo  ! the  trial  comes. 

Etan,  why  fudden  thus— 

Enter  Etan. 

Etan, 

My  honour’d  father. 

And  you,  my  helplefs  mother,  ah  ! where  now, 
Illuilrious  wretched  pair,  where  will  you  fly  ? 
Where  fhall  your  miferies  now  find  a fhelter  ? 

Zamti, 

In  Virtue  : I and  this  dear  faithful  woman. 

We  aflc  no  more. 

C 2 
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Mandane. 

Oh  ! fay — what  new  event 
Brings  on  the  work  of  Fate.? 

Zamti. 

Say,  does  the  Tartar 

Return  unglutted  yet  with  blood  ? 

Etan. 

He  does ; 

Ev’n  now  his  triumph  moves  within  our  gates 
In  dread  Barbaric  pomp  : the  iron  fwarms 
Of  Hyperborean’s  troop  along  the  flreets 
Reeking  from  daughter ; while  from  gazing  crowds 
Of  their  dire  countrymen  an  uproar  wild 
Of  joy  ferocious  through  th’  aftonilh’d  air 
Howls  like  a Northern  tempeft.  O’er  the  ranks 
Proud  in  fuperior  eminence  of  guilt 
The  tyrant  rides  fublime  ; behind  his  car 
The  refufe  of  his  fword,  a captive  train 
Difplay  their  honefl  fears,  and  gnafli  their  teeth 
With  rage  and  delperation, 

Mandane* 

Cruel  Fate ! 

Etan. 

With  thefe  a youth,  diftinguifn’d  from  the  reft;, 
Proceeds  in  fullen  march  : heroic  fire 
Glows  in  his  cheek,  and  from  his  ardent  eye 
Beams  amiable  horror. 

Mandane. 

What  of  this  youth  ? — 


Zamti. 


A TRAGEDY. 


Zamti, 

Be  not  alarm’d^  Mandane what  of  him  ? 

Etan. 

On  him  all  eyes  are  fixed  v/ith  eager  gaze, 

As  if  their  fpirits  ftruggling  to  come  forth 
Would  flrain  each  vifual  nerve;  while  thro’ the  crowd 
A bufy  murmur  ran  ; If  Fame  fay  right, 

“ Beneath  that  habit  lurks  a Prince,  the  laft 

Of  China’s  race.”— The  murmur  fpreads  abroad 
From  man  to  man,  and  all  with  one  acclaim 
Pronounce  their  vengeance  on  him, 

Mandane, 

Why  on  him  ? 

Why  on  that  youth  ? 

Zamti.  (afide) 

Ye  groundlefs  terrors  hence.--' 

Etan. 

And  yet,  my  father,  this  heroic  youths 
Oh  ! fhould  he  be  the  Prince— 

Zamti. 

Forbear,  young  man. 

Nor  yield  to  vain  furmife  : v/lthdraw  thee  hence 
To  the  religious  grove,  where  oft  I walk 
In  penfive  folitude  : I there  will  meet  thee. 

\_Exit  Etan. 

Heav’ns ! how  each  black’ning  hour  in  deeper  horror 
Comes  charg’d  with  woe  !— 

Mandane. 

Can  Hamet  be  their  pris’ner  I 

Thofe 
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Thofe  eyes  upturn’d  to  Heav’n,  alas  ! in  vain  ! 
Declare  your  inward  conflict. 

Zamti. 

Lov’d  Mandane ! 

Heed  not  the  workings  of  a fickly  fancy, 

W rought  on  by  ev’ry  popular  report ; 

Thou  knowft  with  Moral  I convey’d  our  fon 
Far  as  the  Eadern  point  of  Corea’s  realm  ; 

There,  where  no  human  trace  is  feen  ; no  found 
Afiails  the  ear,  fave  when  the  foaming  furge 
Breaks  on  the  ihelving  beach,  that  there  your  boy 
Might  mock  their  bufy  fearch,  while  here  the  Prince 
Train’d  as  your  own,  eludes  fufpicion’s  eye. 

What  Vyoulft  thou,  Etan  ? 

Enter  Etan. 

Etan. 

Eagerly  without, 

A rev’rend  ftranger  craves  accefs  to  Zamti, 

Zamti. 

Give  him  admittance.  My  Mandane,  leave  me  i 
Retire  my  love  awhile  ; I’ll  come  anon, 

And  fortify  thy  foul  wuth  firm  refolve, 

Becoming  Zainti’s  wife. 

Mandane. 

Yes,  Zamti’s  wife 

Shall  never  a6t  unworthy  of  her  Lord. 

Then  hence  I’ll  go,  and  fatisfy  each  doubt 
This  youthful  captive  raifes  in  my  heart. 

Quick  panting  with  its  fears.  And  oh  ! ye  Po'v’rs  ! 
Protect  my  Kins',  my  Hufband,  and  my  Son. 

[£v//. 

Zamti. 
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Zamti.  (alone) 

My  fpirits  riifh  tumultuous  to  my  heart. 

What  may  this  mean  ? 

Enter  Morat, 

Morat. 

Zamti  !— 

Zamti. 

Ha  !— through  the  veil 

Of  age,— that  mien,  thofe  features— -Morat ! 

Morat. 

Yes; 

Let  me  once  more  embrace  thee--- 

Zamti. 

Good  old  man  ! 

But  wherefore  art  thou  here  ? What  of  my  boy  1 
Mirvan. 

Ah  ! what  indeed  ?— Ev’n  from  the  ocean’s  margin. 
Parch’d  with  the  fun,  and  chill’d  with  midnight  damps. 
O’er  hills  and  rocks,  and  dreary  continents 
In  vain  I follow’d. 

Zamti. 

Why  didfl  let  him  forth  ? 

Morat. 

Think  not  thy  Morat  urg’d  him  to  the  deed. 

His  valour  was  the  caufe,  and  foon  as  Fame 
Proclaim’d  the  Prince  alive,  the  mighty  din 
Of  preparation  through  all  Corea’s  realm 
’ Alarm’d  his  breafl  3 indignant  of  controul 


He 
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Pie  burft  his  covert ; and  now,  haplefs  youth  ! 
Alas  ! ev'n  now  he  drags  the  conqu’rors  chain. 

Zamti. 

Mandane  then  may  ftill  embrace  her  fon. 

My  boy  furvives,  and  Hill  may  live  in  freedom. 

Morat. 

Alas ! the  meafure  of  your  woes  is  full. 
Unconfcious  of  our  frauds,  the  tyrant  thinks 
The  Prince  his  prisoner. 

Zamti. 

Ah  ! what  fay’R  thou,  Morat  ? 

Morat.  - 

Wild  through  the  flreets  the  foe  calls  out  on  Zamti 
Thee  they  pronounce  the  author  of  the  fraud. 

And  on  your  Plamet  threaten  inftant  vengeance. ! 

Zamti. 

There  was  but  this,— but  this  lafl:  ftab  to  Nature, 
And  here  it  pierces.— Was  it  not  enough 
To  tear  my  child  from  his  fond  mother’s  arms. 
Doom’d  for  his  Prince  to  wander  o’er  the  world  ? 
Alas  ! \vhat  needed  more  ?— Fond  foolifh  eyes 
Stop  your  unbidden  guih — I will  not  yield  j 
Oh  ! what  a facrifice  muft  now  be  made  ? 

Morat. 

But  when  the  truth  is  known— 

Zamti. 

Too  cruel  talk, 

To  conquer  Nature  while  the  heart-firings  break. 


Morat 
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Morat.  • 

Why  heave  thofe  fighs  ? and  why  that  burft  of  grief? 
Zamti. 

My  fon— his  guiltlefs  blood-— I cannot  fpeak— 
Morat. 

Ha  ! wilt  thou  fhed  his  blood  ? 

Zamti, 

Thou  wretched  father  ! — * 

^ Morat. 

Oh ! had  you  known  the  virtues  of  your  fon. 

His  truth,  his  courage,  his  enlighten’d  mind — ■ 

Zamti. 

I prithee  urge  no  more— Here  Nature’s  voice 
Speaks  in  fuch  pleadings,  fuch  reproaches,  Morat, 
Here  in  my  very  heart,— gives  woundings  here, 
Thou  canll  not  know,  and  only  parents  feel. 

Morat, 

And  wilt  thou,  cruel  in  thy  tears— 

Zamti, 

Forbear, 

In  pity  to  a father— -Oh  ! forbear— 

Think  of  Zamphiri  !— 


Morat, 

Ah  ! how  fares  the  Prince  ? 


ZaMti. 

' He  fares,  nny  Morat,  like  a god  on  earth, 
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Unknowing  his  ccleftial  origin  ; 

Yet  quick,  intenfc,  and  burfting  into  a6lion  ; 

His  great  heart  lab’ring  with  he  knows  not  what 
Prodigious  deeds;  deeds,  which  ere  long,  fhall  rouze, 
Aftonifh,  and  alarm  the  world. 

Morat, 

What  mean 
Thofe  myftic  founds  ? 


Zamti. 

Revenge,  conqueft,  and  freedom  ! 

The  midnight  hour  fhall  call  a chofen  band 
Of  hidden  patriots  forth,  who,  when  the  foe 
Sinks  down  in  drunken  revelry,  fhall  pour 
The  gather’d  rage  of  twenty  years  upon  him. 

And  at  one  blow  redeem  the  Eaftern  v»^orld. 

Morat. 

By  Fleav’n,  the  glorious  news-— 

Zamti. 

And  canfl:  thou  think 

To  fave  one  vulgar  life,  that  Zamti  now 

Will  mar  the  vaft  defign  ?— no,  let  him  bleed. 

Let  my  boy  bleed— -In  fuch  a caufe  as  ours, 

I can  refign  my  fon,  with  tears  of  joy 
Refign  him,  and  one  complicated  pang 
Shall  wrench  him  from  my  heart. 

\Warlike  mufic  is  heard. 

The  conqueror  comes ! 

This  is  no  hour  for  parlying— Morat,  hence. 

And  leave  me  to  my  fix’d  refolve. 

Morat. 

Yet  think. 

Think  of  fome  means  to  fave  your  fon— - 


Zam- 
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Zamti. 

No  more ; 

It  cannot  be  : the  foul  of  Timurkan 
Is  bold  and  ftirring : when  occafion  calls, 

Hefprings  aloft  like  an  expanding  fire. 

And  marks  his  way  with  ruin.— Should  I try 
By  any  virtuous  fraud  to  fave  my  fon, 

The  tyrant  claims  Zamphiri ; fince  he  knows 
The  Prince  furvives,  the  thought  will  make  him  daring 
Beyond  his  former  crimes ; for  joy  and  riot. 

Which  this  day’s  triumph  brings,  remorfelefs  rage 
And  maffacre  fucceed  ; and  all  our  hopes 
Are  blafled  for  an  unimportant  boy. 

\_MuJtck  heard  again, 

Morat. 

That  nearer  found  proclaims  his  dread  approach. 
Yet  once  more,  Zamti,  think— 

Zamti, 

Farewell ! I’ll  fend 

Thofe  fliall  condudf  thee  where  Orafming  lives  : 
There  dwell  unfeen  of  all.  But,  Morat,  firfl 
Seek  my  Mandane.— How  fhall  I fupport 
Her  ftrong  impetuofity  of  grief. 

When  fhe  fhali  know  my  fatal  purpofe  ? Thou 
Prepare  her  tender  fpirit ; foothe  her  mind, 

And  fave,  oh  1 fave  me  from  the  dreadful  confiicl. 


End  of  the  FIRST  AC 


D 2 


ACT 


10 


The  ORPHAN  of  CHINA. 


ACT  the  SECOND. 


Enter  Mandane  and  Morat. 

Mandane. 

OH  ! tell  me,  Morat,  tell  me  of  my  fon. 

Is  he  return'd  ? Does  he  revifit  thus 
His  native  clime  ? And  does  the  Tartar  deem  him 
Of  royal  race  defeended  ? Whence  on  him 
Could  that  fufpicion  glance  ? 


Morat. 

This  very  morn 

Ere  yet  the  battle  join'd,  a faithful  mefTenger, 

Who  through  the  friendlv  gloom  of  night  had  held 
His  darkling  way,  and  pafs’d  the  Tartar’s  camp. 
Brought  me  advices  from  the  Corean  chief ; 

That  foon  as  Hamet  reach’d  the  tented  field. 

His  fiory  he  explain’d  ; the  gallant  leader 
With  open  arms  receiv’d  him;  knewhim  for  yourfon,^ 
Train’d  him  to  arms,  and  granted  his  requeft 
To  join  the  martial  train. 

Mandane. 

Oh  ! love  of  glory. 

Thou  fatal  foe  to  a fond  mother’s  peace  ! 

Source  of  heroic  deeds  ! how  bright  thy  fiame 
Shines  in  my  boy  !— - 


Morat. 

Pleafed  with  his  youthful  ardour 
1 he  cautious  chief-tain  kne^v  the  fon  of  Zamti, 
in  fecret  knew  him^  nor  reveal’d  he  aught 
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Thar  touch’d  his  birth  ; but  flill  the  bufy  voice 
Of  Fame,  increafing  as  fne  goes,  thro’  all  the  ranks 
Babbled  abroad  each  circumfcance  ; from  thee 
How  he  was  privately  convey’d  3 fent  forth 
A tender  infant  to  be  rear’d  in  folitude, 

A fliranger  to  himfelf.  The  foldier  faw 
Vvdth  what  a graceful  port  he  mov’d  in  arms. 

An  early  hero  !— deem’d  him  far  above 

The  cominon  lot  of  life  ; deem’d  him  Zamiphiri, 

And  all  with  loyalty,  with  love  beheld  him. 

FlArsmANE. 

Oh  ! I muft  fee  him  ; miidfr  the  tyrants’  ranks 
ril  feek  my  fon  ; from  all  his  father’s  virtues 
He  could  not  derogate  ; his  bofom  fraught 
With  gen’rous  inilindl:,  with  each  fine  incentive 
That  prompts  the  manly  deed,  he  could  not  loiter 
p-Iis  days  inglorious.  Yes  I will  behold  him, 

See  him  with  indignation  clank  his  chains. 
Perhaps  provoke  his  fate,  and  in  that  moment 
Flis  miO'cher  O'.all  protefl  him  ; in  thefe  arms 
Infold  him  clofe,  and  fnelter  him  from  Death. 

Morat. 

Yet  tliink,  Mandan^, — with  a mother’s  fondnefs 
If  you  too  rallily  thus  proclaim  your  fon. 

Who  11  jail  protect  the  Prince  ? Zamphiri  then 
By  thee  is  mark’d  the  victim  that  mufi;  bleed. 


Mandate. 

My  fon  iliall  live  : — to  fave  Zamphiri’s  life  - 
Is  it  of  courfe  that  I muft  yield  my  child  ? 
d'hoii  didft  not  mean  it  : give  my  fon  a victim  ! 

1 hou  art  a ftranger  to  a mother’s  love  ; 

Know’fc  not  hov/  Zamiti  doats  upon  his  boy. 

Flis  heart  will  ne’er  confent— come,  let  us  feek  him ; 
He  will  inferupe  thee  how  a father  feds. 


[Exit. 
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Morat. 

Yet  ftay,  Mandane— hark  !— the  Tartar  comes— 

\JVarlike  miifick  is  heard. 
I dread  the  wildnefs  of  thofe  glowing  paffions. 

That  violence  of  virtue  : fbrong  affection  ' 

Has  touch’d  her  foul^,  and  will  not  know  reffraint. 

\_Exit. 

T^juo  large  folding  doors  in  the  hack  Jcene  are  throwyi 
open  by  the  Tartars',  Timurkan  enters^  with  his 
E'rain, 

Timurkan. 

Hail  to  this  regal  dome,  this  gorgeous  palace  ! 
Where  this  inventive  race  have  lavifa’d  all 
Their  elegance— ye  gay  apartments  hail ! 

' Beneath  your  fcoried  roof,  where  mimic  life 
Glow^s  to  the  eye,  and  at  the  painter’s  touch 
A new  creation  lives  along  the  walls. 

Once  more  receive  a conqueror,  arriv’d 
From  rougher  fccnes,  where  ffern  rebellion  dar’d 
Draw  forth  his  phalanx,  till  this  warlike  arm 
Hu] Td  defolation  on  his  falling  ranks. 

And  now  the  monffer  in  yon  held  of  death 
Lies  overwhelm’d  in  ruin. 

OCTAR. 

From  this  day 

Beneath  the  vidtor’s  feet  the  Eaffern  world 
Lies  bound  in  adamantine  chains, 

Timurkan. 

Henceforth 

Shall  Timurkan.  difplay  his  conquering  banners 
From  Oriental  climes  to  where  the  Tanais 
Devolves  his  icy  tribute  to  the  fea. 


Octar. 
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OCTAR. 

But  firft  this  captive  Prince-— 

Timurkan. 

Yes,  0(5lar,  firft 

Zaphimri  gluts  my  rage — bring  him  before  us— - 
For  Zamti,— he,  that  falfe,  infidious  flave. 

Shall  dearly  pay  the  forfeit  of  his  crimes. 

OcTAR. 

His  guilt  ’twere  bell:  to  pardon  : vers'd  in  wiles 
Of  fly  hypocrify,  he  wins  the  love 
Of  the  deluded  multitude  : 'twould  feem, 

Should  we  infli6l  the  death  his  frauds  deferve. 

As  if  we  meant  deflirudlion  to  their  faith  ; 

And  when  the  minds  of  a whole  people  burn 
For  their  religious  rites,  the  fury  kindles 
With  rage  more  dreadful,  as  the  fource  is  holy. 

Timurkan". 

Thy  policy  is  juft : henceforth  my  art. 

To  make  this  ftubborn  race  receive  the  yoke. 

Shall  be  by  yielding  to  their  fofter  manners. 

Their  vefture,  lav/s,  and  cuftoms  ; thus  to  blend, 
And  make  the  w^hole  one  undiftinguifh’d  people. 
Lo  ! where  the  boy  comes  forth ! What  fullen  pafiions 
Swell  in  his  breaft  in  vain  !— 


Enter  Hamet  in  chains, 

Timurkan. 

Thou  art  the  youth. 

Who  flefh’d  your  fword  in  many  a flaughter’d  Tartar, 
And  this  day  mov/'d  our  battle  down. 


Hamet. 
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Hamet. 


I am. 


Timurkan. 

Too  well  I mark’d  thy  fteps^  and  faw  thee  open 
A waftefiill  pafTage  thro’  th’  embattled  plain. 


Hamet. 

Then  be  thou  witnefs  for  me,  in  that  hour 
I never  fhunn’d  your  thickefl  war ; and  if 
In  yonder  field,  where  my  poor  countrymen 
In  mangled  heaps  lie  many  a rood  extended. 
Kind  Fate  had  doom’d  me  to  a noble  fall. 
With  this  right  arm  I earn’d  it. 

Timltr.kan. 

Say,  what  motive 

Unfheath’d  thy  rebel  blade,  and  bade  thee  feek 
Thefe  wars  ? 


Hamet. 

The  love  of  honourable  deeds. 

The  groans  of  bleeding  China,  and  the  hate 
Of  tyrants. 

Timurkan". 

Ha  !— take  heed  rafh  youth— ~I  fee 
This  leflbn  has  been  taught  thee.  Ofbar,  hafte, 
Summon  the  Mandarine.  Now,  tremble  Have; 
Thy  motive  to  thefe  v/ars  is  fully  known. 

Thou  art  Zaphimri. 

Hamet. 

I Zaphimri ! 


Timur 
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Timurkan. 

Yes ; 

Thou  art  Zaphimri ! Thou ! whom  treacherous  guile 
Stole  from  my  rage,  and  fent  to  diftant  wilds. 

Till  years  and  horrid  counfel  Ihould  mature  thee 
For  war  and  wild  commotion. 

Hamet. 

I the  Prince  1 

The  laftof  China^s  race  ! nay,  mock  not  majefty. 
Nor  with  the  borrow’d  robes  of  facred  Kings 
Drefs  up  a wretch  like  me.  Were  I Zaphimri, 
Thinkft  thou  thy  trembling  eye  could  bear  the  fhock 
Of  a much  injur’d  King  ? couldft  thou  fuftain  it  ? 
Say,  couldft  thou  bear  to  view  a Royal  Orphan, 
Whofe  father,  mother,  brothers,  fifters,  all, 

Thy  murd’rous  arm  hath  long  fince  laid  in  duft  ? 
whofe  native  crown  on  thy  ignoble  brow 
Thou  dar’ft  dilhonour  ? Whofe  wide  wafted  country 
Thy  defolating  fword  hath  made  a v/ildernefs  ? 

Timurkan. 

Thou  haft  been  tutor’d  in  thy  lone  retreat 
By  fome  fententious  pedant ; foon  thefe  vain, 

Thefe  turgid  maxims  (hall  be  all  fubdued 
By  thy  approaching  death. 


Hamet. 

Let  death  come  on  ; 

Guilt,  guilt  alone,  fhrinks  back  appall’d  j the  brave, 
And  honeft  ftill  defy  his  dart ; the  wife 
Calmly  can  eye  his  frown,  and  mifery 
Invokes  his  friendly  aid  to  end  her  woes. 
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.Timurkan. 

Thy  woes,  prcfumptuous  boy,  with  all  my  fears 
Shall  foon  lie  buried. 

Enter  Zamti,  and  Octar. 

Timurkan. 

Pious  falfe  one  fay,  ‘ - 

For  well  thou  know’d:,  who  is  that  ftubborn  youth  ? 
Zamti. 

His  air,  his  features,  and  his  honeft  mien 
Proclaim  all  fair  within  ; but,  mighty  Sir, 

I kno^v  him  not. 


Timurkan. 

ReBe61:,  old  man,  nor  dare 

As  thou  dofl  dread  my  pow’r,  to  pradtife  guile 

Beneath  a malk  of  facerdotal  perfidy. 

Prieftcraft  I think,  calls  it  a pious  fraud. 

Zamti. 

Prieftcraft  and  facerdotal  perfidy 
To  m.e  are  yet  unknovrn  : religion’s  garb 
Here  never  ferves  to  confecrate  a crime ; 

M^e  have  not  yet,  thank  Heav’n,  fo  far  imbib’d 
The  vices  of  the  North. 

Timurkan. 

Thou  vile  impoflor ! 

Knov/  that  the  (laves,  whom  this  day  faw  impal’d, 
Have  owm’d  the  horrid  truth ; have  own’d  they  fought 
To  feat  Zaphimri  on  the  throne  of  China. 

Thou  flripling,  mark  my  words : dar’ft  thou  be  honed. 
And  anfwer  who  thou  art  ? 


Hamf.t. 
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Hamet. 

Dare  I be  honeft  ? ■ 

I dare : a mind  grown  up  in  native  honour 
Dares  not  be  otherwife.  If  then  thy  troops 
Afk  from  the  lightning  of  whofe  blade  they  fled. 
Tell  ’em  'twas  Hamet's. 

.Zamti. 

’Tis  ; it  is  my  fon— - 
My  boy— my  Hamet ! f Afide,) 

Timurkan. 

Where  was  thy  abode  ? 

Hamet. 

Far  hence  remote,  in  Corea's  happy  realm ; 

Where  the  firil  beams  of  day  with  Orient  blu flies 
Tinge  the  fait  wave  ; there,  on  the  fea  beat  fhore 
A cavern’d  rock  yielded  a lone  retreat 
To  virtuous  Morat. 

Zamti. 

Oh  ! ill  fated  youth  ! ( Afide.) 

Hamet. 

The  pious  hermit  in  that  mofs-grown  dwelling 
Found  an  afylum  from  heart  piercing  woes. 

From  flavery,  and  that  reftlefs  din  of  arms. 

With  which  thy  fell  ambition  Ihook  the  world ; 
There  too  the  iage  nurtur'd  my  greener  years  \ 
With  him  and  contemplation  have  I walk'd 
The  paths  of  wifdom ; what  the  great  Confucius 
Of  moral  beauty  taught  j whate'er  the  wife^ 

Still  wooing  knowledge  in  her  fecret  haunts, 
Difclos’d  of  nature  to  the  fons  of  men 
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My  wondering  mind  has  heard ; but  above  all 
The  hermit  taught  me  the  moft  ufeful  fcience. 

The  noble  fcience  to  be  brave  and  good. 

Zamti. 

Hear  him  immortal  pow’rs  !— His  ev’ry  word 
Pierces  my  heart.  ( Afide ) 

Timurkan. 

Who  faid  he  was  your  father  ? 

Hamet. 

My  birth,  the  pious  fage,  I know  not  why. 

Still  wrapp'd  in  filence ; and  when  urg'd  to  fpeak. 
He  only  anfwer'd  that  a time  might  come. 

When  Hamet  Ihould  not  blufli  to  know  his  father. 

Timurkan. 

Now  then  declare,  haft  thou  ne’er  heard  of  Zamti? 
Hamet. 

Of  Zamti  ? oft  enraptur’d  with  his  name, 

My  heart  has  glow’d  within  me,  as  I heard 
The  praifes  of  that  venerable  man. 

Timurkan.  (To  Zamti.) 

Thou  Have ! Each  circumftance  arraigns  thy  guilt. 

Hamet. 

Can  that  be  Zamti  ? 

Timurkan. 

Lo  ! — Behold  the  traitor ! 


Hamet. 
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Hamet. 

Oh  1 let  me  thus  adore  that  rev’rend  form. 

Thus  on  my  knees  adore. 

Timurkan. 

Pernicious  flave  ! 

Confufion  has  o’erta’en  thy  fubtle  frauds. 

Thy  guilt  is  manifeft.  Now  own  your  King, 

Or  to  make  vengeance  fure,  through  all  the  Eafl 
Each  youth  fhall  die,  and  carnage  thin  mankind. 
Till  in  the  general  wreck  your  boafted  Orphan 
Shall  undiftinguifh’d  fall.  When  treafon  lurks 
Each  moment’s  big  with  danger.  06tar,  thou 
Attend  my  words,  and  fee  our  will  obey’d. 

[Talks  a^art  with  OEfar. 

Zamti. 

Now  virtuous  cruelty  reprefs  my  tears. 

Ceafeyour  fond  condidl  Nature !— hear  me,  Tartar-— 
That  youth — his  air— his  look  unmans  iTie  quite, — 

Timurkan. 

This  moment,  vile  diffembler,  fpeak.-— 

Zamti. 

That  youth— 

I’ve  dealt  by  him,  as  ev’ry  King  would  wilh, 

In  a like  cafe  his  faithful  fubjefts  would. 

Timurkan. 

Do’ft  thou  avow  it  ? triumph,  Timurkan, 

And  in  Zaphimri’s  grave  lie  hufh’d  my  fears. 

Octar,  this  moment  lead  the  vidlim  forth 
To  yonder  facred  temple : at  the  tomb. 

Where  the  long  boafted  line  of  China’s  Kings 

Lies 
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Lies  hcrs’d  in  deaths  this  very  hour  fhall  fee 
The  vidlim  offer’d  to  our  living  Lamaj 
For  this  day’s  conquefl.  Thence  a golden  train 
Of  radiant  years  fhall  mark  my  future  fway. 

[Av//, 

Zamti. 

Flow,  flow  my  tears,  and  eafe  my  burfling  heart. 
Hamet. 

Nay,  do  not  weep  for  me  thou  good  old  man. 

If  it  will  clofe  the  wounds  of  bleeding  China, 

That  a poor  Vv^retch  like  me  muft  yield  his  life, 

I give -it  freely. — If  I am  a King, 

Though  fure  it  cannot  be,  what  greater  blefling 
Can  a young  Prince  enjoy,  than  to  diffufe 
By  one  great  aft  that  happinefs  on  millions. 

For  which  his  life  fliould  be  a round  of  care  ? 

Come  lead  me  to  my  fate. 

[Exit  with  05iar^  frfr, 
Zamti.  (alone) 

Mandane’s  air. 

His  mother’s  dear  refemblance  rives  my  foul. 

Yet  let  him  die : yes,  Tartar,  wreak  thy  fury 
Upon  a helplefs,  an  inglorious  boy. 

If  from  his  death  this  groaning  empire  rife 
Once  more  itfelf,  refplendent,  rich  in  arts 
That  humanize  the  w'oi'ld,  he  pays  a debt 
Due  to  his  King,  his  Country,  and  his  God, 

Enter  Etan. 


Etan. 

May  I approach  my  father  ?— Even  now 
I met  the  captive  youth  j the  genhal  voice 


With 
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With  one  confent  proclaim  him  China's  Orphan, 
And  you.  Sir,  you  have  own'd  th'  important  truth. 

Zamti. 

Come  nearer  Etan  : thou  perceiv'll  the  toils 
That  now  incircle  me. 

Etan^. 

But  wherefore,  Sir, 

Why  thus  acknowledge  him?  Why  own  the  Prince, 
And  yield  him  thus  to  death  ? 

Zamti. 

Dream  not  young  man 

To  Hand  fecure,  yet  blooming  into  life. 

While  dangers  hover  round  your  father’s  head.  - 
The  ftock  once  fallen,  each  Scyon  muft  decay. 

Etan. 

Then  let  me  perifh  : witnefs  for  me  Heav'n, 

Could  Etan's  fall  appeafe  the  tyrant's  wrath, 

A willing  vi6Hm  he  would  yield  his  life. 

And  alls:  no  greater  boon  of  Pdeav’n. 

Zamti. 

This  zeal 

So  fervid  in  a ftranger's  caufe— * 

Etan. 

A Granger ! 

My  King  a (Iranger  ! Sir,  you  never  meant  it. 
Perhaps  you  would  explore  the  fiery  feeds 
Of  Etan’s  temper,  ever  prompt  to  blaze 
At  honour’s  facred  name.  Perifn  the  man. 

Who,  when  his  country  calls  him  to  defend 
The  rights  of  human  kind,  or  bravely  die. 

Who  ' 
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Who  then  to  glory  dead  can  fhrink  aghaft> 

And  hold  a council  with  his  abjedt  fears. 

Zamti. 

Thefe  tow’rings  of  the  foul  alas ! are  vain. 

I know  the  Tartar  well— we  muft  refign.— 

Etan. 

Oh  ! Sir,  at  your  command  each  honefl  hand 
Will  grafp  a fword,  and  midft  incircling  guards 
Reach  the  ulurper’s  heart or  Ihould  we  fail. 
Should  overwhelming  bands  obftriK^  the  deed. 
We’ll  greatly  dare  to  die better  to  die 
With  falling  liberty,  than  bafely  lead 
An  ignominious  life ; Zaphimri  loft. 

Ne’er  lhall  fair  order  dawn,  but  thro’  the  land 
Slav’ry  fhall  clank  her  chains,  and  violation 
Rapine  and  murder  riot  at  the  will 
Of  lull  and  lawlefs  pow’r. 

Zamti. 

Thou,  brave  young  man. 

Come  to  this  fond  embrace — To  eafe  at  once 
Thy  generous  fears,— The  Prince  Zaphimri’s  fafe. 
Safe  in  my  guardian  care. 

Etan. 

This  pris’ner.  Sir, 

He  is  not  then  the  Prince  ? 

Zamti. 

Obfeure  by  birth, 

He  is  no  public  lofs. 

Etan. 

And  yet  his  youth, 

And  his  untimely  fate  plead  flrongly  for  him. 

And 
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And  then  nnethinks — perhaps  ’tis  fancy's  error, 
Methinks  he  bears  a femblance  of  Mandane. 

Zamti. 

His  words  transfix  nfiy  heart.  ( Afide) 


Etax. 

And  where  mean  time. 

Where  is  the  royal  heir  ? If  right  I judge, 
He  will  not  tamely  fee  a blamelefs  youth 
A vic^lim  in  his  caufe. 


Zamti. 

Seek  not  too  foon 

To  know  the  Prince  : now  I’ll  difclofe  the  work. 
The  work  of  vengeance,  which  my  lab’ring  foul 
Has  long  been  failiioning.— This  very  hour, 
Stupendous  ruin  hovers  o’er  the  heads 
Of  this  accurfed  race. 


Ruin  ! 


Etax. 


Zamti, 

ril  tell  thee.— 

When  Timurkan  led  forth  his  favage  bands. 
Unpeopling  this  great  city,  I then  feiz’d 
The  hour  to  tamper  with  a chofen  few, 

Whodiave  refolv’d,  when  the  barbarians  lie 
Buried  in  deep  and  wine,  and  hotly  dream 
Their  havoc  o’er  again,  then,  then,  my  fon. 

In  one  colle6led  blow  to  burfi:  upon  ’em, 

Like  their  own  northern  clouds,  whofe  midnight 
horror 

Impending  o’er  the  world,  at  length  breaks  forth 
In  the  vaunt  light’ning’s  blaze,  in  dorms  and  thunder 
Thro’  all  the  redning  air,  till  frighted  Nature 


Start 
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Start  from  her  couch,  and  waken  to  a fcene 
Of  uproar  and  deftrudlion. 

Etam. 

Oh ! my  father, 

I'he  glorious  enterprize-— 

Zamti. 

Mark  me,  young  man. 

Seek  thou  my  friends  Orafming  and  Zimventi. 

In  the  dim  holy  cloyflier  of  yon  temple 
Thoudt  find  them  mufing ; bid  them  ne’er  abate 
Their  high,  heroic  ardour;  let  them  know 
Whate’er  fhall  fall  on  this  old  mouldring  clay, 

The  tyrant  never  fiiall  fubdue  my  mind. 

Mandaxe,  ‘loithin. 

Oh  ! let  me  fly,  and  find  the  barb’rous  man. 

Where,  where  is  Zamti  ? 

Zamti. 

Ha  !— Mandane’s  voice  !-— 

Go  leave  me,  Etan,  and  obferve  my  orders. 

{Exit  Etax. 

Wuld  as  the  winds,  the  mother  all  alive 
In  ev’ry  heartfirring,  the  forlorn  one  comes 
To  claim  her  boy. 


Enter  Max d axe. 
Maxdaxe. 

And  can  it  then  be  true  ? 

Is  human  nature  exil’d  from  thy  breafl:  ? 
Art  thou  indeed  fo  barb’rous  ? 

Zamti, 


Lov’d  Mandane, 


Fix 
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Fix  not  your  fcorpions  here---a  bearded  fliaft 
Already  drinks  my  fpirits  up, 

Mandane, 

IVe  feen 

Thy  trufty  Morat— I have  heard  it  all.-— 

Zamti. 

I cannot  fpeak  to  thee— 

Mandate. 

Think’il  thou  thofe  tears, 

Thofe  falfe,  thofe  cruel  tears  will  choak  the  voice 
Of  a fond  mother’s  love  now  ftung  to  madnefs  ? 
Oh  ! I will  rend  the  air  with  lamentations, 

Root  up  this  hair,  and  beat  this  throbbing  bread ; 
Turn  all  connubial  joys  to  bitternefs. 

To  fell  defpair,  to  anguiUi  and  remorfe, 

Uniefs  my  fon— 


Zamti. 

Thou  ever  faithfull  woman. 

Oil ! leave  me  to  my  woes  r 

Mandane, 

Give  me  my  child. 

Thou  worfc  than  Tartar,  give  me  back  my  Ion. 
Oh ! give  him  to  a mother’s  eager  arms, 

And  let  mie  drain  him  to  my  heart. 

Zamti, 

Ideav’n  knov/s 

Flow  dear  my  boy  is  here But  cur  hrd  duty 
Novr  claims  obfervance  : to  our  country’s  love 
All  other  tender  fondneffes  mud  yield, 

I was  a fabiedt,  ere  I was  a father. 

F 2 
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Mandane. 

You  were  a favage  bred  in  Scythian  wilds, 

And  humanizing  pity  never  reach’d 

Your  heart— Was  it  for  this,  Oh!  thou  unkind  one! 

Was  it  for  this,— Oh!  thou  inhuman  father! 

For  this  you  wooed  me  to  your  nuptial  bed  ? 

For  this  I clafp’d  thee  in  thefe  circling  arms, 

And  made  this  bread  your  pillow  ? Cruel  fay, 

Are  thefe  your  vows  ? are  thefe  you  r fond  endearments  ? 
Nay,  look  upon  me ; if  this  waded  form, 

Thefe  faded  eyes  have  turn’d  your  heart  againdme. 
With  grief  for  you  I wither’d  in  my  bloom. 

Zamti. 

Why  thus  transfix  my  heart  ? 

Mandane. 

Alas,  my  fon. 

Did  I then  fold  thee  in  thefe  matron  arms. 

To  fee  thee  bleed  ? Thus  dod  thou  then  return  ? 
This  could  your  mother  hope,  when  fird  die  fent 
Her  infant  exile  to  a didant  clime  ? 

Ah  ! could  I think  thy  early  love  of  fame 
Would  urge  thee  to  this  peril  ? Thus  to  fall 
By  a dern  father’s  will  ? By  thee  to  die ; 

From  thee  inhuman  to  receive  his  doom  ! 

Murder’d  by  thee  !— yet  hear  me,  Zamti,  hear  me  s 
Thus  on  my  knees— I threaten  now  no  more— 
’Tis  Nature’s  voice  that  pleads ; Nature  alarm’d. 
Quick,  trembling,  wild,  touch’d  to  her  inmod  feeling. 
When  force  would  tear  her  tender  young  ones  from  her. 

Zanti. 

Oh!  feek  not  with  enfeebling  fond  ideas 
To  fwell  the  flood  of  grief?— it  is  in  vain'— 

He  mud  fubmit  to  fate.— 


Man- 
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Mandane.  (Rijing) 

Barbarian,  no  ; 

He  fhail  not  die ; rather— I prithee,  Zamti, 

Urge  not  a grief-diflradled  woman ; tremble 
At  the  wild  fury  of  a mother’s  love. 

Zanti. 

I tremble  rather  at  a breach  of  oaths. 

But  thou  break  thine  3 bathe  your  perfidious  hands 
In  this  life-blood ; betray  the  righteous  caufe 
Of  all  our  facred  Kings. 

Mandane. 

Our  facred  Kings ! 

What  are  the  fcepter’d  rulers  of  the  world  ? 

Form’d  of  one  common  clay  are  they  not  all. 
Doom’d  with  each  fubjeft,  with  the  meanefc  have, 
To  drink  the  cup  of  human  woe  ? alike 
.All  levell’d  by  affliction  ?— Sacred  Kings  ! 

’Tis  hum.an  policy  fets  up  their  claim ; 

Mine  is  a mother  caufe ; yes,  mine  the  caufe 
Of  hufband,  wife,  and  child,  thofe  firffl  of  ties, 
Superior  to  your  right  divine  of  Kings. 

Zanti. 

Then  go,  Mandane,  thou  once  faithfull  vmm.an. 
Dear  to  this  heart  in  vain  ! Forget  at  once 
Thofe  virtuous  lefflons,  which  I oft  have  taught  thee, 
In  fond  credulity,  while  on  each  word 
You  hung  enamour’d go, — to  Timurkan 
Reveal  the  awfull  truth ; be  thou  fpedlatrefs 
Of  murder’d  Majefty emibrace  your  fon. 

And  let  him  lead  in  fhame  and  fervitude 
A life  ignobly  bought.— Then  let  thofe  eyes, 

Thofe  faded  eyes,  which  grief  for  me  hath  dim.m’d. 
With  guilty  joy  reanimate  their  luflre. 


To 
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To  brighten  flavery,  and  beam  their  fires 
On  the  fell  Scythian  murderer. 

Mandane. 

And  IS  it  thus. 

Thus  is  Mandane  known  ? Come,  lead  me  hence. 
Where  I may  lay  down  life  to  fave  my  King, 

But  fave  my  Plamet  too,  then,  then  you'll  find 
A heart  beats  here  as  warm  and  great  as  thine. 

Zamti. 

Then  make  with  me  one  ever-glorious  effort. 

And  rank  with  thole,  who  from  the  firll  of  time 
In  fame's  eternal  archives  Hand  rever’d. 

For  conqu'ring  all  the  dearefl:  ties  of  nature, 

I'o  ferve  the  gen’ral  weal. 

Mandane. 

7'hat  favage  virtue 

Lofes  with  me  its  horrid  charms — IVe  fworn 
To  fave  my  King,  but  fhould  a mother  turn 
A dire  afialfin  ? — Madnefs  at  the  thought 
Shoots  through  my  brain— and  look  I they  feize  my 
child, 

lliey  lead  him  forth  ; they  fix  him  on  the  rack  ; 
His  father-— fee— forbear— his  father  firrikes— 
Hold,  Zamti,  hold  3— ah  ! fee— he  dies  3 he  dies. 

\She  faints  into  his  arms^ 

Zamti. 

She  flints  3 fne  faints  3 th’  impetuous  ftorm  of  paffion 
Shakes  her  weak  frame— 

[Enter  an  attenda^it. 

Quickly,  Arface,  help. 

Support  her  3 lend  your  aid — foft!  wand’ring  life 
Rekindles  in  her  check— -conduct:  her  hence— 

Propitious 
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Propitious  Heav'n,  behold  a father’s  fuff’rings ; 
Support  our  frailty ; kindle  in  our  fouls 
A ray  of  your  divine  enthufiafnij 
Such  as  inflames  the  patriot’s  breaft,  and  lifts 
Th’  impalTion’d  mind  to  that  fublime  of  virtue. 
That  even  on  the  rack  it  feels  the  good, 

Which  in  a Angle  hour  it  works  for  millions. 
And  leaves  the  legacy  to  times  unborn. 


End  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT  the  THIRD. 

Scene  a "Temple:  A Tomb  in  the  Middle. 

Enter  Morat. 

This  is  the  place j thefe  the  long-winding  ides. 
The  folemn  arches,  whofe  religious  awe 
Attunes  the  mind  to  melancholy  mufing, 

Such  as  befits  freemen  reduc’d  to  bondage. 

Here  Zamti  meets  his  friends ; amid  thefe  tombs, 
Where  lie  the  facred  manes  of  our  Kings, 

They  pour  their  orifons ; hold  converfe  here 
With  the  iiluftrious  fhades  of  murder’d  heroes, 

And  meditate  a great  revenge— a groan  !— 

The  burfl  of  anguifh  from  fome  care-worn  wretch. 
That  forrows  o’er  his  country— ha !— ’tis  Zamti. 

[Zamti  enters^  from  the  tomb. 


7.AUTI. 

Who’s  he  that  feeks  thefe  manfions  of  the  dead  ? 


Morat. 

The  friend  of  Zamti  and  of  China. 


Zamti. 

Morat ! 

Come  to  my  arms,  thou  brave,  thou  gen’rous  man  ! 

I have  been  weeping  o’er  the  facred  relicks 

Of  a dear  murder’d  King.— Where  are  our  friends.^ 

Haft  feen  Orafmino-  ? 


Morat. 

Through  thefe  vaults  of  death 

Lonely  he  wanders,  plung’d  in  deep  defpair. 

Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

Haft  thou  inform’d  him  ? Haft  thou  aught  reveal’d 
Touching  Zaphimri  ? 

Morat. 

There  I wait  thy  will. 

Zamti. 

Oh  ! thou  art  ever  faithful : on  thy  lips 
Sits  penfive  filence,  with  her  hallow’d  finger 
Guarding  the  pure  recefles  of  the  mind. 

But  io  ! they  come.— 

\Enter  Orasming,  Zimventi,  and  others^ 

Zamti. 

Droop  ye  my  gallant  friends  ? 

Orasming. 

Oh  [ Zamti,  all  is  loft : our  dreams  of  liberty 
Are  vanifli’d  into  air.  Ev’n  Heav’n  combin’d 
With  lawlefs  might  abandons  us  and  virtue. 

Zamti. 

Can  your  great  fouls  thus  fhrink  within  ye  ? thus 
From  heroes  will  you  dwindle  into  flaves  ? 

Zimventi. 

Oh  ! could  you  give  us  back  the  royal  Orphan ; 
Danger  would  fmile,  and  death  lofe  all  its  terror. 

Zamti. 

What  ? would  his  prefence  fire  you  ? 


G 
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Crasming. 

Yes,  by  Heav’n  ! 

This  night  lliould  free  us  from  the  Tartar’s  yoke. 
Zamti. 

Then  mark  the  care  of  the  all-ruling  mind. 

This  youthful  captive,  whom  in  chains  tliey  hold. 
Is  not  Zaphimri. 

Orasming  and  Zimventi. 

Not  Zaphimri ! 

Zamti. 

No : 

Unconfcious  of  himlelf,  and  to  the  world  unknown 
He  walks  at  large  among  us. 

Orasming. 

Heav’nly  pow’rs ! 


Zamti. 

This  night,  my  friends,  this  very  night  to  rife 
Refulgent  from  the  blow  that  frees  us  all. 

From  the  ufurper’s  fate  ; the  firft  of  men, 

Deliv’rer  of  his  country. 

Orasming. 

Mighty  Gods  ! 

Can  this  be  pofTible  ? 

Zamti. 

Tt  is  mod:  true. 

This  very  hour  fhall  give  you  China’s  heir. 

What  ho!  (looking  at  the  tomb)  come  forth  : ’tis 
Zamti's  voice  that  calls. 


You 
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Yon  feem  transfix’d  with  wonder;  Oh!  nriy  friends, 
Watch  all  the  motions  of  your  rifing  fpirit. 

Direct  your  ardour,  when  anon  you  hear 
What  fate,  long  pregnant  with  the  vafl  event, 

Is  lab’ring  into  birth. 

Etan  comes  out  of  the  ‘Tomb, 

Etan. 

Each  ftep  I move, 

A deeper  horror  fits  on  all  the  tombs. 

The  fhrines  look  pale  around : each  altar  fhakes, 
Confcious  of  fome  important  crifis. 

Zamti. 

Yes; 

A crifis  great  indeed  is  now  at  hand. 

Heav’n  holds  it’s  golden  ballance  forth,  and  weighs 
Zaphimri’s  and  the  Tartar’s  deiliny. 

While  hov’ring  angels  tremble  round  the  beam. 
Haft  thou  beheld  that  pi6ture  ? 

Etax. 

Fix’d  attention 

Hath  gaz’d  on  ev’ry  part,  yet  ftill  to  me 
It  ihadows  forth  the  forms  of  things  unknown. 

All  imag’ry  obfcure,  and  wrapp’d  in  darknefs. 

Zamti. 

That  darknefs  my  informing  breath  fnall  clear. 

As  morn  difpells  the  night— -lo  ! here  difplay’d 
This  iTiighty  kingdom’s  fall.— Behold  that  child. 
That  royal  infant,  the  laft  facred  relique 
Of  China’s  Kino-s:— fee,  where  a Mandarine 
Conveys  the  babe  to  his  v/ife’s  fofVring  breaff. 
There  to  be  nourifli’d  jn  an  humble  fcate. 

While  their  own  fon  is  fent  to  climes  remote. 

That  fnould  the  fell  iifurper  e’er  fufpect 


The 
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The  Prince  alive,  he  for  his  King  might  bleed. 

And  mock  the  murd’rer’s  rage. 

Etan. 

Amazement  thrills 

Through  all  my  frame,  and  my  mind  big  with  wonder 
Feels  ev’ry  pow’r  fufpended. 

Zamti. 

Rather -fay. 

That  flrong  imagination  burns  within  thee. 

Dofl:  thou  not  feel  a more  than  common  ardour  ? 

Etan. 

By  Heav’n,  fome  impulfe  never  felt  before. 

Some  flrange-infpir’d  emotion  ftirs  within  me. 

A thoufand  images  all  rife  at  once. 

And  o’er-inform  my  foul.  Oh  ! that  the  hour 
Of  fate  were  come.  This  very  night  Pll  fheathe 
My  dagger’s  point  deep  in  the  Tyrant’s  heart. 

Zamti. 

Wilt  thou  ? 

Etan. 

By  ev’iy  pow’r,  that  now  beholds  me. 

By  all  the  mighty  dead  that  round  us  lie  ; 

By  all,  who  this  day  groan  in  chains,  I will. 

Zap^ti. 

And  when  thou  do’ft,  tell  the  devoted  Tyrant, 

It  is  the  Prince  that  flrikes. 

Etan. 

The  Prince’s  wrongs 

Sliall  nerve  my  arm,  and  urge  the  blow  for  freedom 
With  tenfold  vengeance. 


Zamti, 
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Zamti. 

Tell  the  groaning  Tartar, 

It  is  Zaphimri— ’tis  the  Prince  himfelf. 

Etan, 

What  fays  my  father  ? 


Zamti. 

Thou  art  China’s  Orphan ; 

The  laft  of  all  our  Kings  ; no  longer  Etai:^ 
But  now  Zaphimri. 

Zaphimri. 

Ha . 


Orasming. 

Myllerious  hand 
Of  wonder-working  Heav’n  1 

L 

Zaphimri. 

Can  this  be  true  ? 

A bufy  crowd  of  circumflances  rife ; 

Thy  frequent  hints  obfcure ; thy  pious  care 
To  train  my  youth  to  greatnefs lend  your  aid 
To  my  auonifh’d  pow’rs,  that  feebly  bear 
This  unexpefted  fliock  of  royalty. 

I Zamti. 

Thou  art,  thou  art  my  Sov’reign.  Oh!  my  friends, 
Morat  will  tell  you  all ; each  circiimilance ; 

Mean  time— lo ! there,  behold— there  is  your  King. 

Morat,  Or  as m in g,  Zimventi,  all  kneeling. 
Long  live  the  father  of  the  eaftern  wQrld. 

Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

Sole  governor  of  earth  I 

Zaphimri. 

All-ruling  pow’rs  ! 

Is  then  a great  revenge  for  all  the  wrongs 
Of  bleeding  China,  are  the  fame  and  fate 
Of  all  pofterity  included  here 
Within  my  bofom  ? 

Zamti. 

All ; yes  all  : the  lliades 
Of  your  great  anceftors  now  rife  before  thee^ 
Heroes  and  demi  gods  ! aloud  they  call 
For  the  fell  Tartar’s  blood. 

Zaphimri. 

Oh  ! Zamti,  all 

That  can  alarm  the  pow’rs  of  man,  now  fliirs 
In  this  expanding  breaft. 

Zamti. 

Anon  to  burft 

With  hideous  ruin  on  the  foe.  My  gallant  heroes. 
Are  our  friends  Ration’d  at  their  polls  ? 


Orasming. 

Theys  are. 

Zamti. 

Fach  gate  fecur’d  r 


Orasming, 

1 


All  fafe. 


Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

The  fignal  fix’d  ? 

0R4SMING. 

It  is  : will  Mirvan  join  us  ? 

Zamti. 

Doubt  him  not ; 

He  pants  for  vengeance  when  the  aifault  begins, 
He’ll  turn  his*  arms  upon  th’  aftonifh’d  foe, 

And  add  new  horrors  to  the  wild  commotion. 

Zaphimri. 

Now,  bloody  fpoiler,  now  thy  hour  draws  nigh. 
And  ere  the  dawn  thy  guilty  reign  fliall  end. 

Zamti. 

How  my  heart  burns  within  me  ! oh ! my  friends, 
Call  now  to  mind  the  fcene  of  defolation. 

Which  Timurkan,  in  one  accurfed  hour 
Heap’d  on  this  groaning  land.-— Ev’n  now  I fee 
The  favage  bands  o'er  purple  heaps  of  flain 
Forcing  their  rapid  way  : I fee  them  urge 
With  rage  unhallow’d  to  the  facred  temple. 

Where  good  Ofmingti  with  his  Queen  and  children 
Fatigu’d  the  gods  averfe— fee  v/here  Orphifa 
Rending  the  air  with  ao-onizino;  fhrieks 
Tears  her  disfiievell’d  hair]  then  with  a look 
Fix’d  on  her  babes,  grief  choaks  it’s  paiTage  up, 
And  all  the  feelings  of  a mother’s  breaft 
Throbbing  in  one  mix’d  pang,  breathlefs  (he  faints 
Within  her  Monarch’s  arms ; adown  his  cheek 
In  copious  Freams  faft  flov/’d  the  manly  forrow. 
While  cluft’ring  round  his  knees  his  little  offspring 
In  tears  all-eloquent,  with  arms  outftretch’d 
Sue  for  parental  aid. 

Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

Go  on  ; the  tale 

Will  fit  me  for  a fcene  of  horror. 

Zamti. 

Oh!  my  Prince, 

The  charge  which  your  great  father  gave  me,  ftill 
Sounds  in  my  ear.  Ere  yet  the  foe  burft  in, 

Zamti*’  faid  he,  “ preferve  my  cradled  infant. 
Save  him  from  ruffians;  train  his  youth  to  virtue; 
Virtue  will  rouze  him  to  a great  revenge. 

Or  failing,  virtue  will  flill  make  him  happy.” 
He  could  no  more ; the  cruel  fpoiler  feiz’d  him. 
And  dragg’d  my  King,  my  ever  honour’d  King, 

The  father  of  his  people,  bafely  dragg’d  him 
By  his  white  rev’rend  locks  from  yonder  altar. 
Here  on  the  blood  ftain’d  pavement,  while  the  Queen 
And  her  dear  fondlings,  in  one  mangled  heap. 

Died  in  each  other’s  arms. 

Zaphimri. 

Revenge ! revenge  1 

With  more  than  lyon’s  rage  I’ll  fpring  upon  him. 
And  at  one  blow  relieve  the  groaning  world. 

Let  us  this  moment  carry  fword  and  fire 
To  yon  devoted  walls,  and  whelm  him  down 
In  ruin  and  difmay. 

Zamti. 

Zaphimri,  no ; 

By  raffinefs  you  may  mar  a noble  caufe. 

To  you,  my  friends,  I render  up  my  charge. 

To  you  I give  your  King  1— farewell,  my  Sov’reign. 

Zaphimri. 

Zamti,—- 'thou  gen’rous  man ! — a thoufand  feelings 
■ Of 
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Of  warmed  friendfhip,  all  the  tendencies 
Of  heart-felt  gratitude  are  flruggling  here. 

And  fain  would  fpeak  to  thee,  my  more  than  father. 
Farewell— fure  we  fhall  meet  again  ? 

Zamti. 

We  flialL 


Zaphimri. 

Thou  bed  of  friends,  farewell. — Orafming,  now 
The  nobled  duty  calls— let  us  remember. 

We  are  the  men,  whom  from  all  human  kind 
Our  fate  hath  now  fele6led,  to  dand  forth 
Adertors  of  the  public  weal ; to  drench  our  fwords 
In  the  opprefTor’s  heart ; to  do  a deed. 

Which  Heav’n  intent  on  its  own  holy  work 
Shall  paufe  with  pleafure  to  behold. 

\_Exit  with  ccnfpiratorSt 

Zamti  ( alone) 

May  the  Mod  High 

Pour  down  his  blelTings  on  him,  and  anon 
In  the  dead  v/ade  of  night,  when  av/full  judice 
Walks  with  her  crimfon  deel  o’er  flaughter’d  heaps 
Of  groaning  Tartars,  may  he  then  direcd 
His  youthful  footdeps  through  the  paths  of  peril ; 
Oh ! may  he  guide  the  hqrrors  of  the  dorm, 

An  angel  of  your  wrath,  to  point  your  vengeance 
On  ev’ry  guilty  head. — There  let  him  dop, — 
When  you  have  broken  the  opprelTor’s  rod, 

Your  reign  will  then  be*  manifed;  mankind  will  fee 
That  truth  and  virtue  dill  deferve  your  care. 

[^A  dead  march  is  heard* 
What  mean  thofe  deathfull  founds  ? again ! they  lead 
My  boy  to  daughter.— Fond,  parental  feelings  1 
Tear,  tear  me  piece-meal ! dill  you  pie  id  in  vain. 
Ye  Hod  of  Fleav’n,  look  down;  behold  me  here 

H Belea- 
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Beleaguer’d  thus  with  ills : I now  muft  prove 
Perjur’d  to  youj— or  ceafe  to  be  a father. 

In  your  own  caufe  fupport  me ; lend  me  ftrength 
To  triumph  o’er  that  nature  which  you  gave. 

^ ^ead  March : Enter  Ha  met. 

OcTAR,  Guards^  &c. 


OCTAR. 

Here  let  the  vidUm  fall,  and  with  his  blood 
Wahl  his  forefather’s  tomb.  The  hated  race 
Shall  here  lie  cruflied,  and  from  this  glorious  asra 
The  eaftern  world  through  all  her  wide  domain 
Shall  bend  fubmilTive  to  the  Scythian  yoke. 

Hamet  (Jianding  near  the  Tomb,) 

Where  is  the  tyrant  ? I would  have  him  fee. 
With  envy  fee  th’  unconquer’d  pow’r  of  virtue ; 
How  it  can  calmly  bleed,  fmile  on  the  rack. 

And  with  llrong  pinion  foar  above  his  pow’r. 

To  regions  of  perennial  day. 

Octar.- 

The  conqueror 

Shall  mark  thee  well,  when  at  tomorrow’s  dawn 
Shall  be  difplayed,  thro’  the  wide  city’s  round,- 
Thy  breathlefs  corfe,  a fpeftacle  of  horror. 

It  now  befits  thee  to  prepare  for  death. 

Hamet. 

I am  prepared : I have  no  lull  or  rapine,' 

No  murders  to  repent  of;  undifmay’d 
I can  behold  all  judging  Heav’n,  whofe  hand 
Still  compafTing  its  wond’rous  ends,  by  means 
Inextricable  to  all  mortal  clue. 


Hath 
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Hath  now  inclos'd  me  in  it’s  awfull  maze. 

Since  ’tis  by  your  decree,  that  thus  befet, 

Th’  inexorable  angel  hovers  o’er  me. 

Be  your  great  bidding  done. 

OCTAR. 

The  fabre’s  edge 

Thirfts  for  his  blood : difpatch  and  end  his  being. 
Enter  Mandane. 

Mandane. 

Off,  fet  me  free,— I mull,  I will  have  way. 

Me,  me,  on  me  convert  your  rage ; flrike  here. 
Plunge  in  this  bofom  your  abhorred  fteel. 

And  fpare  his  precious  life. 

OcTAR. 

Hence  quickly  bear. 

This  wild,  this  frantic  woman-— 

Mandane. 

Never;  never; 

You  fhall  not  force  me  hence ; here  will  I cling, 
Faft  to  the  earth,  and  rivet  here  my  hands 
In  all  the  fury  of  the  laft  defpair. 

He  is  my  fon;---oh!  fpare  him,  fpare  my  child. 

OcTAR. 

How  woman  ! yours ! your  fon  1 
Mandane, 

Yes,  06lar,  mine; 

My  boy,  my  Hamet ; let  me  eager  love 
Fly  all  unbounded  to  him,  clafp  him  thus, 

Thus  in  his  mother’s  arms— my  child  ! my  child  ! 

H 2 OcTAR. 
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OCTAR. 

Sufpend  the  ftroke,  ye  minifters  of  death. 

Till  Timurkan  hear  of  this  new  event. 

[^Exit, 


Mandane. 

Why  didft  thou  dare  return  ? Oh  ! rather  why 
Didft  thou  fo  long  defer  with  ev’ry  grace. 

And  every  growing  virtue  thus  to  raife 
Your  mother’s  dear  delight  to  rapture  ? 

I-Iamet. 

Loll: 

In  the  deep  mills  of  darkling  ignorance, 

To  me  my  birth’s  unknown.  But  fure  that  look, 
Thofe  tears,  thofe  Ihrieks,  that  animated  grief. 
Defying  danger,  all  declare  th’  dfedl 
Of  nature’s  workings  in  a parent’s  heart. 

Then  let  me  pay  my  filial  duty  here, 

Kneel  to  her  native  dignity,  and  pour 
In  tears  of  joy  the  tranfport  of  a Ton. 

MANmANE. 

Thou  art,  thou  art  my  fon  j thy  father’s  face. 

His  ev’ry  feature  blooming  in  his  boy. 

Oh ! tell  me,  tell  me  all ; how  hafi:  thou  liv’d 
With  virtuous  Morat  ? how  did  he  fupport 
In  dreary  folitude  thy  tender  years  ? 

How  train  thy  growing  virtue  ? quickly  tell  me. 
Oh  ! tell  me  all,  and  charm  me  with  thy  tongue. 

Hamet. 

Myfterious  pow’rs  ! have  I then  liv’d  to  this. 
Thus  on  the  brink  of  death  to  find  a parent. 

In  virtue  firm,  majeflic  in  dillrefs. 
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At  length  to  feel  unutterable  blifs 
In  her  dear  circling  arms  ? 

EnUr  Ti  MURK  AN,  Octar, 

Timurkan. 

Where  is  this  wild. 

This  frantic  woman,  who  with  headlong  grief 
Sufpends  my  dread  command  ? tear  them  afunder — 
Send  her  to  fome  dark  cell  to  rave  and  lliriek. 
And  dwell  with  madnefs ; and  let  inftant  death 
Leave  that  ralh  youth  a headlefs  trunk  before  me. 

Mandane. 

Now  by  the  ever  burning  lamps,  that  light 
Our  holy  fhrines,  by  great  Confucius  altar, 

By  the  prime  fource  of  life,  and  light,  and  being. 
This  is  my  child,  the  blofTom  of  my  joys. 

Send  for  his  cruel  father ; he,  kis  he 
Intends  a frauds  he,  for  a ftranger’s  life. 

Would  give  his  offspring  to  the  cruel  ax. 

And  rend  a wretched  mother’s  brain  with  madnefs. 

Enter  Zamti. 

Zamti. 

Sure  the  fad  accents  of  Mandane’s  voice 
Struck  on  my  frighted  fenfe. 

Timurkan. 

Once  more,  thou  traitor  ! 

Who  is  that  flubborn  youth  ?— 

Zamti. 

Alas ! what  needs 

This  iteration  of  my  griefs  ? 


Man- 
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Mandane. 

Forbear ; 

Thoi]  marble-hearted  father  1— ’tis  your  fon. 
And  wouldil  thou  fee  him  bleed  ? 

Zam_ti. 

On  him,— on  him 
Let  fall  your  rage. 


Mandate. 

Oh  ! my  devoted  child  ! (Jke  faints ) 

Hamet. 

Support  her  Heavhn,  fupport  her  tender  frame. 
Now,  tyrant,  now  I beg  to  live  j lo ! here 
I plead  for  life ; not  for  the  wretched  boon 
To  breathe  the  air,  which  thy  ambition  taints. 
But,  oh  1 to  eafe  a mother’s  woes ; for  her. 

For  that  dear  objed,  let  me  live  for  her. 

Timurkan. 

Spite  of  their  frauds,  the  truth  begins  to  dawn : 
In  her  wild  vehemence  of  grief,  I hear 
The  genuine  voice  of  nature. 

Max  DANE,  (recovering) 

Whereas  my  child  ? 

Oh  ! let  me  ftrain  him  to  my  heart ; thy  hard. 
Thy  cruel  father  fhall  not  tear  thee  from  me. 

Timurkan. 

Hear  rrte,  thou  frantic  mourner ; dry  thofe  tears ; 
Perhaps  you  Hill  may  fave  your  darling  fon. 


IVlAN 
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Mandane* 

Oh  ! quickly  give  the  means. 

Timurkan. 

Refign  your  King, 

Your  phantom  of  a King,  and  fave  your  chiid.- 
Hamet. 

No,  my  much  honoured  mother,  never  hear 
The  bafe,  the  dire  propofal ; let  me  rather 
Exhauft  my  life  blood  at  each  gufhing  vein ; 
Mandane  then,— then  you  may  well  rejoice 
To  find  your  child;  then  you  may  truly  knov/ 
The  beft  delight  a mother’s  heart  can  prove> 
When  her  fon  dies  with  glory. 

Timurkax". 

Curfes  blaft 

The  ftripling’s  (talks  apart  with  OHar.) 

Zamti. 

Ye  pow’rs,  enthron’d  above  ! 

You  never  meant  entirely  to  deftroy 
This  groaning  land,  when  your  benignant  care 
Lends  us  a youth  like  him.— Let  me  infold 
That  lovely  ardor  in  his  father’s  arms.— 

My  brave,  my  generous  boy  !— 

Timurkax. 

Dofb  thou  at  length 
Confefs  it,  traitor  ? 


Zamt/. 


Yes,  I boafl  it,  tyrant : 


I 


Boafl 
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Boafl  it  to  thee,  to  earth,  and  heav'n  I boafl. 
This,— this  is  Zamti’s  Ton. 

Hamet. 

At  length  the  hour,. 

The  glorious  hour  is  come,  by  Morat  promis’d, 

“ When  Hamet  fhall  not  blulh  to  know  his  father.’' 

Zamti. 

Oh ! thou  intrepid  youth,  what  bright  reward 
Can  your  glad  fire  bellow  on  fuch  defert  ? 

The  righteous  gods,  and  your  own  inward  feelings 
Shall  give  the  fweeteft  retritubion.— Now, 
Mandane,  now  my  foul  forgives  thee  all ; 

Since  I have  made  acquaintance  with  my  boy ; 

But  oh!  I charge  thee  by  a hufband’s  right— 

Timurkan. 

A hufband’s  right ! a traitor  has  no  rights ; 

Society  difclaims  him.  Woman  hear. 

And  mark  my  words  j abjure  the  Mandarine; 
Renounce  all  Hynaeneal  vows ; reveal 
This  myflery,  and  ftill  your  fon  miay  live. 

While  juftice  whirls  that  trakor  to  his  fate. 

Mandane, 

Thou  vile  advifer !— what  betray  my  lord, 

My  honour’d  hufband  ; turn  a Scythian  wife  ; 
Forget  the  many  years  of  fond  delight. 

In  which  m.y  heart  ne’er  knew  decreafing  love, 
Charm’d  with  his  noble,  all-accomplifli’d*mind ! 
No,  tyrant,  no ; with  him  I’ll  dare  to  die ; 

With  him  in  ruin  more  fupremely  bled, 

Than  guilt  upon  a throne  triumphant. 


Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

Now, 

Inhuman  Tartar,  I defy  thy  pow’r. — 

Lo  ! here,— the  father,  mother  and  the  fon  ! 

Try  all  your  tortures  on  us here  we  ftand, 
Refolv’d  to  leave  a tra6t  of  bright  renown 
To  mark  our  being;  refolv’d  all  to  die. 

The  votaries  of  honour  !— 

Timurkan* 

Then,  by  Heav’n  ! 

Your  doom  is  fix’d.  ' This  moment  feize  the  flavess 
Deep  in  fome  balefull  dungeon’s  midnight  gloom 
Let  each  apart  be  plung’d,  and  Etan  too— 

Let  him  forthwith  be  found— -he  too  fhall  fliare 
His  father’s  fate.— 


Mirvan". 

Be  it  my  talk,  dread  Sir, 

To  make  the  rack  ingenious  in  new  pains  5 
Till  even  cruelty  almoft  relent 
At  their  keen  agonizing  groans. 

Timurkan. 

Be  that, 

Mirvan,  thy  care.  By  the  immortal  Lama, 

I’ll  wrefl:  the  fecret  from  them,  or  once  more 
My  rage  is  up  in  arms— ’gainfl  Corea’s  chief 
I will  unfurl  my  banners ; his  proud  cities 
Shall  dread  my  thunder  at  their  gates,  and  mourn 
Their  fmoaking  ramparts  ; o’er  his  verdant  plains 
And  peacefull  vales  I’ll  drive  my  rapid  carr. 

And  ne’er  know  reft,  ne’er  fheathe  th’avenging  fword. 
Till  their  King  fall,  and  treafon  is  no  more. 


I 
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OCTAR. 

Mirvan,  bear  hence  thofe  mifcreants  to  their  fate— 
Thou,  Zamti,  art  my  charge. 

Zamti. 

Willing  I come. 

My  fon  thy  father  doubts  not  of  thy  fortitude. 
Mandane  fummon  all  thy  flrength  j the  gods. 
Who  try  thy  virtue,  may  reward  it  ftill. 

[^Exit  with  OcTAR. 


Mandane. 

Hamet ! rellor’d  and  loft  again  ! 

[^Struggling  with  the  guards, 

Hamet. 

Alas! 

No  means  to  refcue  thee  ! inhuman  villains  ! 

And  will  you  tear  me  from  her  ? 

[He  is  dragged  off, 

Mandane. 

Oh  ! my  child  !--- 

Now  then,  barbarians,  you  have  feiz’d  on  all 
My  foul  holds  dear.— What  have  I now  to  dread? 

I gave  him  being ; in  the  hour  of  peril 
I flew  to  refcue  him ; I could  no  more.— 

If  he  muft  fall.  I’ll  emulate  his  virtues  ; 

True  to  the  folemn  vow  I’ve  breathed  to  Heav’n, 
Ti*ue  to  my  Sov’reign  ftill !— in  honour’s  caufe 
The  mother  from  her  fon  lhall  learn  to  die. 

End  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT  the  FOURTH. 


Scene  a Prifon:  Hamet  lies  ftretched  on  the  Ground 
in  Chains, 


Enter  Zaphimri  (in  a Tartar  drefs)  and  Mirvan-. 


Mirvan. 

There  ftretch’d  at  length  on  the  dank  ground  ‘ 
he  lies. 

Scorning  his  fate : your  meeting  mull  be  fhort. 


It  lhall 


Zaphimri. 


Mirvan. 

And  yet  I tremble  for  th’  event. 


Zaphimri. 

Mirvan,  no  more : I will  hold  converfe  v/ith  him, 
Tho’  death  were  arm’d  againft  the  interview. 

\_Exit  Mirvan. 


Hamet, 

What  wouldll  thou  Tartar  ? 

Zaphimri, 

Rife,  thou  gen’rous  youth  ! 

No  vulgar  errand  mine. 

Hamet.  ( Rifing) 

Now  fpeak  thy  purpofe. 

I 2 Za* 
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Zaphimri. 

To  thefe  lone  walls,  where  oft  the  Scythian  ftabber. 
With  murd’roiis  ftride  hath  come  j thefe  walls  that  oft 
Have  feen  the  affaffin’s  deeds,  I bring  a mind 
Firm,  virtuous,  upright.  Under  this  vile  garb 
Lo  ! here  a fon  of  China— 

Hamet. 

Yes  thy  garb 

Denotes  a fon  of  China,  and  thofe  eyes 
Roll  with  no  black  intent.— Say  on.— 

Zaphimri. 

Inflam’d 

With  admiration  of  heroic  deeds, 

I come  to  feek  acquaintance  with  the  youths 
Who  for  his  King  would  die. 

Hamet, 

And  does  thy  heart 
Applaud  the  deed  ? 


Zaphimri. 

It  does,  by  Heav’n,  it  does. 

Yes  virtuous  envy  rifes  in  my  foul. 

Thy  ardour  charms,  and  even  now  I paiit 
To  change  conditions  with  thee. 

Hamet. 

I'hen  my  heart 

Accepts  thy  proferr’d  friendfhip— in  a bafe 
A prone,  degen’rate  age,  when  foreign  force 
And  foreign  manners  have  o’erwheim/d  us  all, 

And  funk  our  native  genius,  thou  retain’ft 
A fenfe  of  ancient  worth.  But  wherefore  here, 

To 
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To  this  fad  manfion,  this  abode  of  forrow 
Com'ft  thou  to  know  a wretch  that  foon  mull  die  ? 

Zaphimri. 

Oh,  no ; thou  fhall  not  die.  By  me  the  King, 

By  me  Zaphimri  fays. 


Hamet. 

Zaphimri  fays  ! 

Kind  Heaven ! where  is  the  King  ? 


Zaphimri. 

Elis  fteps  are  fafe, 

Unfeen  as  is  the  arrow’s  path.  By  me  he  fays, 
Ele  knows,  he  loves,  he  wonders  at  thy  virtue. 
By  me  he  fwears,  rather  than  thou  fhouldfl  fall. 
He  will  emerge  from  darl^  obfcurity. 

And  greatly  brave  his  fate. 

Hamet. 

Ha!— die  for  me  ! 

For  me,  ignoble  in  the  fcale  of  being, 

An  unimportant  wretch  ! — Whoe’er  thou  art, 

I prithee,  ftranger,  bear  my  anfwer  back. 

Oh  ! tell  my  Sovereign,  that  here  dv/eils  a heart 
Above  all  pain  and  peril.  When  1 fall, 

A worm,  an  infect  dies ; but  in  his  life 
Are  wrapp’d  the  glories  of  our  ancient  line. 

The  liberties  of  China:  then  let  him 
Live  for  his  people,  be  it  mine  to  die. 

Zafkimki. 


Can  I hear  this,  iufr  gods  ! and  not  diiTclve 
In  tears  of  gratitude  and  love.  (/ifide ) 


That 


WTy  flreams 


Hamet, 
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That  flood  of  grief?  and  why  that  ftifled  groan  ? 
Ti-.ro’  die  dark  mifl:  his  forrow  cafts  around  him. 

He  feems  no  con  mon  man.  Say,  gen’rous  youths 
Who  and  what  art  ihou  ? 

Zaphimri. 

Who  and  what  am  I ? 

The  verrieir  vaetch  that  ever  groan’d  in  anguifli. 
One  ioft,  abandon’d,  plung’d  in  woe 
Beyond  redemption's  aid— to  tell  thee  all 
In  one  dire  wo'*  1,  big  with  the  lard  diftrefs. 

In  one  accumiuated  term  of  horror, 

Zaphimri ! 

Hamet. 

Ha!-— my  King  !— - 

Zaphimri. 

That  fatal  wretch, 

F>xalted  into  mifery  fupreme  ! 

Oh  1 I v/as  happy,  while  good  Zamti’s  fon 
I walk’d  the  coirimon  tracts  of  life,  and  flirove 
Humbly  to  copy  my  imagin’d  fire. 

But  now— 

Hamet. 

Yes  now— '-if  thou  art  he— as  fure 

Hhs  vrond’rous  like, — rais’d  to  a (late,  in  which 

A nation’s  happinefs  on  thee  depends. 

Zaphimri. 

A nation’s  happinefs  !— there— there  I bleed— 

T here  are  my  pangs — for  me  this  war  began  ; 

For  me  hath  purple  flaughter  drench’d  yon  plains; 

I am  the  caufe  of  all— I forg’d  thofe  chains— 

For  Zamti  and  Mandane  too  !— by  me  they  fall ; 

Them 
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Them  have  I thrown  into  a dungeon’s  gloom — 
Thefe  are  the  horrors  of  Zaphimri’s  reign  ! 

I am  the  tyrant;  I afcend  the  throne. 

By  bafe  ingratitude,  by  the  vile  means 
Of  felfilh  cowardice,  that  can  behold 
Thee,  and  thy^  father,  mother,  all  in  chains, 

All  loll:,  all  murder’d,  that  I thus  may  rife 
Inglorious  to  a throne. 

Hamet. 

Alas  ! thy  fpirit. 

Thy  wild  diforder’d  fancy  pi(51:ure’s  forth 
Ills  that  are  not,  or  being  ills,  not  worth 
A moment’s,  paufe. 


Zaphimri, 

Not  ills !— thou  canfb  not  mean  it-— 

The  angry  fates  amidlt  their  hoards  of  malice 
Had  nought  but  this ; they  meant  to  render  me 
Peculiarly  diftrefs’d.---Tell  me,  thou  gallant  youth, 
A foul  like  thine  knows  ev’ry  fine  emotion, 

Is  there  a nerve  in  v/hich  the  heart  of  man 
Can  prove  fuch  torture,  as  when  thus  it  meets 
Unequall’d  friendfhip,  honour,  truth  and  love. 
And  no  return  can  make  ? 


Hamet. 

That  pow’r  will  come. 

Zaphimri. 

But  when  ?— when  thou  art  loP  ! 

When  Zamti  and  Mandane  are  no  more ! 

Oh  ! for  a dagger’s  point,  to  plunge  it  deep, 
Deep  in  this— ha !— deep  in  the  tyranc’s  heart. 


Hamet. 
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Hamet. 

There  your  revenge  fhould  point  — alas ! my 
Sov’reign^ 

Why  didfl  thou  venture  to  this  place  of  danger  ? 
Zaphimri. 

And  canft  thou  deem  me  then  fo  bafe  of  foul. 

To  dwell  fecure  in  ignominious  fafety; 

With  cold  infenfibility  to  wait 

The  lingring  hours,  with  coward  patience  wait  them, 

Deliberating  on  myfelf,  while  ruin 

Nods  overZamti’s  houfe?— No— generous  youth— 

I’ll  not  think  meanly  of  thee — 'no— that  thought 

Is  foreign  to  thy  heart* 

Hamet. 

Withdraw  thee  hence ; 

Nor  lightly  hazard  thus  fo  dear  a life; 

Think  of  thy  anceftors. 

Zaphimri. 

My  anceftors ! 

What  is  to  me  a long  defcended  line, 

A race  of  worthies,  legiflators,  heroes, 

Unlefs  I bring  their  virtues  too  ? No  more  : 

This  very  night  I’ll  burfl  thofe  guilty  walls, 

Rend  thofe  vile  mannacles  and  give  thee  freedonl* 

Enter  Mirvan. 

Mirvax. 

The  time  forbids  delay : whilft  thou  art  here,  ' 

Thy  fate’s  fufpended  on  each  dreadfull  moment. 

Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

This  garb  vvhll  cloak  me  from  each  jealous  eye; 
Thou  needft  not  fear  detedion. 

\a  fiourifto  of  trumpets^ 

Hamet. 

Ha ! what  rrieans 

That  Hidden  and  wild  harmony  ? 

Mirvan. 

Ev’n  now 

The  conqu’ror  and  his  fell  barbaric  rout 
For  this  day’s  viHory  indulge  their  joy. 

Zaphimri. 

Joy  foon  to  end  in  groans ; for  all  confpires 
To  forward  our  delign  : a band  of  heroes 
Ev’n  now^  are  ready ; honourably  leagu’d 
To  vindicate  their  rights.— Thy  father’s  care 
Plann’d  and  infpir’d  the  whole.  And  lo ! the  lights 
That  whilom  blaz’d  to  Heav’n,  now  rarely  feen 
Shed  a pale  glimmer,  and  the  foe  fecure 
Sinks  down  in  deep  debauch,  while  all  av/ake 
The  genius  of  the  land  broods  o’er  the  work 
Ofjuftice  and  revenge. 

Mirvan. 

The  gallant  chiefs 

At  their  appointed  ilation  are  conven’d ; 

In  filent  terror  all  intent  they  Hand, 

And  wait  the  fignal  in  each  gale  that  blows, 

ITamet. 

Dream  on,  deluded  Tartar,  yes  dream  on; 


K 
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Still  i]nrufpe61;ino;  plunge  in  guilty  ioy. 

And  bury  thee  in  riot. 

Zaphimri. 

Ne’er  again 

To  wake  from  that  vile  trance ; for  ere  the  dawn, 
Detefbed  fpoiler,  thy  hot  blood  lhall  fmoke 
On  the  Rain’d  marble,  and  thy  limbs  abhorr’d  • 
rii  fcatter  to  the  dogs  of  China. 

Mirvan. 

Ha! 

Break  off  your  conference Oclar  this  way  comes — 
Beware,  my  Vx\nQz\  — (enter  05iar)  Well,  Odlar, 
there’s  your  pris’ner. 

S^fointing  to  Hamet. 


OCTAR. 

Convey  him  hence  to  where  Mandane’s  grief 
Rings  thro’  the  vaulted  roof. 

Hamet. 

Yes,  lead  me  hence 

To  foften  anguilh  in  a parent’s  breaft. 

\_Exit  with  Mir  VAX. 


Zaphimri. 

What  may  tliis  mean  ? I dread  fome  lurking  mifchief. 

\_Exit. 


Octar.  (alone) 

Wlien  the  boy  clings  around  his  mother’s  heart. 
Then,  in  that  tender  moment,  tear  him  from  her. 
And  in  her  impotence  cf  grief  the  truth 
Will  biirR  it’s  way. 


Enter  , 
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Enter  Timurkan. 

OCTAR. 

Why  from  the  genial  banquet 

Thus  will  my  Sov’reign  feek  a dungeon’s  gloom  F 

Timurkan. 

A more  than  midnight  gloom  involves  my  foul. 
What  boots  the  conqu’ring  fword,  the  plume  of 
vifbory, 

If  Hill  this  coward  boy  in  fecret  lives ; 

If  ferpent-like  amidd  the  flow’ry  garlands 
He  wreaths  his  folds,  to  dalh  my  promis’d  joy. 

And  poifon  my  delight  ? 

Octar, 

Then  at  once 

To  end  your  fears,  give  Zamti  to  the  fword, 

H is  wife,  and  all,  who  aid  him  in  his  guilt. 

’Twill  crufh  the  feeds  of  dark  confpiracy. 

Timurkan. 

No ; Zamti’s  death  but  multiplies  my  fears. 

With  him  the  truth  dies  buried  in  the  tomb. 

Haft  thou  beheld  the  ftubborn  Mandarine  ? 

Octar. 

Unconquer’d  yet  by  words  he  ftands  unmov’d, 
Smiling  contempt,  as  if  fome  inward  joy. 

Like  the  fun  lab’ring  in  a night  of  clouds. 

Shot  forth  at  intervals  a gladfome  ray, 

Bright’ning  the  face  of  woe, 

Timurkan. 

He  muft  not  die  : 

The  Have  fiiall  linger  out  liis  days  in  torment. 

K 2 Octar. 
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OCTAR. 

Might  I advife,  Mandane  may  be  won. 

She  ftill,  Sir,  may  be  yours : a conqu’ror’s  fighs 
Shall  waft  a thoufand  wifhes  to  her  heart, 

Till  female  vanity  afpire  to  reach 
The  Eaflern  throne. 


Timurkan*. 

No,  Oftar;— his  not  mine 

To  melt  in  languifhing  defre,  and  try 

The  hopes,  the  fears,  and  the  caprice  of  love. 

Enur’d  to  rougher  feenes,  far  other  arts 

My  mind  employ’d : to  ding  the  weli-flor’d  quiver 

Over  this  manly  arm,  and  wing  the  dart 

At  the  feet  rain-deer  fweeping  down  the  vale. 

Or  up  the  mountain  flraining  evhy  nerve 
To  vault  the  neighing  Heed,  and  urge  his  courfe 
Swifter  than  whirlwinds  thro’  the  ranks  of  war 
Reeking  wdth  gore  to  drive  my  charriot  wTeels  ^ 
Thefe  are  my  pafions,  this  my  only  fcicnce. 

Rais’d  f'om  a ibldier  to  imperial  fw^ay, 

I fcill  will  reign  in  terror.  Bring  that  traitor. 

The  hoary  prieft  before  me. 

[EwV  OcTAR, 

Tim UR KAN. 

Now  by  Heav’n  ! 

Their  ftubborn  fortitude  erecls  a fence 
To  Ihield  ’em  from  my  wTath,  more  po\v’rfull  far 
Than  their  high  boalled  vrall,  which  long  hath  flood 
The  frock  of  time,  of  war,  of  ftorms  and  thunder, 
The  v/onder  of  the  world.  What  art  thou,  virtue, 
That  giv’fc  thefe  joys,  my  heart  hath  never  known : 


Enter 
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Enter  Xauti  in  chains, 

Timl^rkan. 

Thy  hated  hght  once  more  I brook,  to  tiy 
If  yet  the  fcnfe  of  deeds  abhorr’d  as  thine 
Has  touch’d  your  foul:  while  yet  the  hour  permits. 
Repent  thee  of  thy  crimes. 


Zamti. 

The  crime  would  be 

To  yield  to  thy  unjufl:  commands.  But  know 
A louder  voice  than  thine  forbids  the  deed. 

The  voice  of  all  my  Kings  ; forth  from  their  tombs, 
Ev’n  now  they  fend  a peal  of  groans  to  Eleav’n, 
Where  all  thy  murders  are  long  fince  gone  up. 

And  ftand  in  dread  array  againfi:  thee. 

Tim UR KAN, 

Murders  ! 

E/ngratefull  Mandarine  ! fay,  did  not  I 
When  civil  difcord  lighted  up  her  brand. 

And  fcatter’dwide  her  flames  ^ when  fierce  contention 
Twixt  ZorohaiTiti  and  Zaphirnri’s  father 
Sorely  convuls’d  the  realm,  did  not  I then 
Lead  forth  my  Tartars  from  their  northern  frontier,^ 
And  bid  fair  order  rife  ? 

Zamti. 

Bid  order  rife  ! 

Haft  thou  not  fmote  us  with  a hand  of  wrath 
By  thee  each  art  has  died,  and  ev’ry  ftience 
Gone  out  at  thy  fell  blaft.  Art  thou  not  come 
To  fack  our  cities,  to  fubvert  our  temples. 

The  temples  of  our  gods,  and  v/idi  the  woriliip, 
Tl).e  monftrous  v/orfnip  of  your  living  Lama 
Profane  our  holy  fiirines 

Timur- 
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Timurkan. 

Refolve  my  doubts. 

Nor  think  with  groundlefs,  with  ill- tim’d  reproach 
To  talk  me  from  my  purpofe. 

Zamti. 

Tyrant,  yes  ; 

Yes,  thou  haft  fmote  us  with  a hand  of  wrath. 

Full  twenty  years  haft  fmote  us , but  at  length 
Will  come  the  hour  of  Heav’n’s  juft  vifitation, 
Whenthoufhalt  rue-— hear  me  thou  man  of  blood! — 
Yes,  thou  lhalt  rue  the  day,— the  day  that  faw  thee 
Imbrue  thofe  hands  accurft  in  royal  blood — 

Now,  tyrant,  now— yes,  tremble  at  my  words. 

The  arm  of  the  Moft  Fligh  is  bar’d  againft  thee; 
And  lo  ! the  hand  of  fate  deferibes  thy  doom 
In  glaring  letters  on  yon  rubied  wall ! 

Eacli  gleam  of  light  is  perifn’d  out  of  Heav’n, 

And  darknefs  laifnes  o’er  the  face  of  earth. 

Timurkax.  ' 

And  thinkft  thou.  Have,  with  vifionary  fears 
I e'er  can  Ihrink  appall’d?  thou  mocnftruck  feer! 
No  more  I’ll  bear  this  mockery  of  words. 

Wliat,  Oclar,  ho ! ( enter  05tar)  lead  forth  that  fran- 
tic vcornan. 

Ruin  involves  ye  all— this  very  hour 

Shall  fee  your  fon  impal’d— yes,  both  your  fons— 

Bring  Etan  too  before  us— 

OCTAR. 

Etan,  Sir, 

Is  fed  for  fafety. 


Tim  URIC  AN. 

Thou  pernicious  (lave  ! ( to  Zcimil) 


Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

The  righteous  gods  protedl  him  from  thy  rage. 

[Av//  05iar. 


Timurkan. 

Him  too  thou  wouldft  withdraw  from  juftice?  him 
Thy  perfidy  would  fend  to  Corea’s  realm. 

To  brood  in  fecret  o’er  fome  work  of  treafon. 

Enter  Octar,  Mandane,  Hamet,  Guards^  Cfr. 
Timurkan. 

Now  then,  deluded  fair,  if  fix’d  in  error 
You  Hill  perfift,  the  rack  fhall  have  its  prey. 

Mandane. 

I tell  thee,  homicide,  my  foul  is  bound 
By  folemn  vows,  and  wouldll  thou  have  me  break 
What  angels  wafted  on  their  wings  to  Heav’n  ? 


Timurkan. 

This  moment  faves  your  child,  or  dooms  him  dead. 


Mandane. 

Goddefs  of  vengeance,  from  your  realms  above 
Where  near  the  throne  of  the  Mofl  High  thou  firfl, 
Infpher’d  in  darknefs,  amidit  hoards  of  thunder 
Serenely  dreadfull,  till  dire  human  crimes 
Provoke  thee  down,  now  on  the  v/hirlwind’s  wing 
Defcend,  and  with  your  flaming  fword,  your  bolts 
Red  with  Allmighty  wrath,  let  loofe  your  rage. 
And  blafb  this  vile  feducer  in  his  guilt. 


Tiaiur- 
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Timurkan. 

Then  feize  her  fon,  and  give  him  to  the  racki 
Maxdane. 

No ; by  the  po w’rs  above,  by  ev’ry  tie 
Of  humanizing  pity,  feize  me  fird ; 

Difpatch  his  mother  j end  this  wretched  being. 

Zaphimri  ( ruJIjing  from  among  the  Guards,) 
Hold,  murd’rers,  hold ; I charge  you,  flaves,  forbear. 

Zamti. 

Ha  ! China  totters  on  the  brink  of  ruin.  ( afide ) 
Timurkan. 

Etan  !— thou’rt  Wellcome  to  my  great  revenge  ! 
Zapkimri. 

I come  on  matters  of  importance  deep 
Unto  thy  throne  and  life. 

Zamti. 

Heed  not  an  idle  boy. 

Timurkan. 

Proceed,  and  tell  thy  purpofe. 

Zaphimri.- 

Even  now 

Thy  death  is  plotting. 

Timurkan. 

Ha ! by  whom  ? 

Za- 
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. ZAPHIMRIi 

Zaphimri  !—■ ' 

Zamti. 

What  means  my  fon  ? ^ 

Timurkan. 

Refign  him  to  my  vengeance, 

And  then  our  mercy  fhall  to  thee  extendi 

Zaphimri. 

Think  not  I come  to  fave  this  worthlefs  life. 

Pity  Mandane  \ fave  her  tender  frame— 

Pity  that  youth— oh!  fave  that  godlike  marii 


Zamti. 

Wilt  thou  difhohoiir  me,  degrade  thyfelf. 
Thy  native  dignity,  by  bafely  kneeling  ? 
Quit  that  vile  pofture— 

Timurkan^ 

To  appeafe  our  wrath. 

Bring  me  Zaphimri’s  head. 

Zaphimri. 

Will  that  fuffice? 


Timurkan”, 

His  blood  attones  for  all. 

Zaphimri.  (Rifing) 

Then  take  it,  tyrant; 

I am  Zaphimri ; I your  mortal  foe. 


L 
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Zamti. 

Angels  of  light,  quick  on  your  rapid  wing 
Dart  from  your  thrones  above,  and  hover  round  him. 

Mandane. 

Alas ! all’s  ruin’d— China  is  no  more. 

Zaphimri. 

Behold  me,  Tartar;  hear  the  voice  of  truth; 

Thus  on  his  knees  Zaphimri  begs  to  die. 

Timurkan. 

Thou  early  traitor  ! by  thy  guilty  father 
Train’d  up  in  fraud  ! wouldfb  thou  deceive  me  too? 

Hamet. 

He  would : all  would  deceive  you : all  confpire 
Againfl:  my  claim  : all  wrefl  iny  title  from  me : 

The  father’s  art,  the  mother’s  fond  ambition 
Upon  my  ruins  to  exalt  their  name. 

And  raife  their  fon  to  empire. 

Zaphimri. 

Pla ! forbear, 

Ralh  youth,  forbear,  nor  thus  infult  your  King. 
Mine  is  the  crov/n  : it’s  miferies  are  mine  : 

Mine  the  word:  malice  fortune  hath  in  diore : 

I claim  it  all,  and  will  not  bear  a rival. 

Hamet. 

•Horror ! believe  him  not— -for  me  the  troops 
From  Corea’s  realm  dar’d  to  approach ^your  walls; 

I led  them  on;  I came  from  climes  remote; 
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The  captives  of  your  fword  have  own’d  they  fought 
To  fee  me  feated  on  the  throne  of  China. 

Zaphimri. 

By  Heav’n,  he’s  innocent ; the  guilt  is  mine. 
Mifguided  boy ! I charge  thee  dare  no  more 
Ufurp  a Monarch’s  right  j refign  at  once 
My  lawfull  claim,  the  honours  of  my  birth ; 

Give  back  my  name  j I afk  it  but  to  die. 

Timurkan. 

Their  wond’rous  conflicfl  but  involves  me  deeper 
In  doubt,  miftruft,  perplexity,  and  fear, 

Mifguided  fair-one,  fay,  which  is  your  King  ? 

Mandane. 

Behold  their  virtue,  and  refpedt  them  both. 

Timur KAN. 

Perdition  feize  her ! — Zamti  mark  my  v/ords— 
This  moment,  clear  each  doubt,  or  keened  pangs 
Shall  hunt  the  fecret  thro’  each  trembling  nerve. 

Zamti, 

I have  already  yielded  up  my  fon ; 

I gave  him  to  your  fword ; and  after  that. 

After  that  conflict,  thinkd  thou  there  is  aught 
Zamti  has  left  to  fear  ? 

Tl  MURK  AN, 

Yes  learn  to  fear 

My  will,  my  Sov’reign  will,  which  here  is  law. 

And  treads  upon  the  neck  of  Haves, 
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Zamti. 

Thy  will 

The  law  in  China : ill  inftrufted  man  ! 

Now  learn  an  awfull  truth.  Tho’  ruffian  powV 
May  for  a while  fupprefs  all  facred  order, 

And  trample  on  the  rights  of  man,  the  foul 
Which  gave  our  legiflation  life  and  vigour 
Shall  ftill  fubfifl,  above  the  tyrant’s  reach. 

The  fpirit  of  the  laws  can  never  die. 

Timurkan. 

Here  then  all  parley  ends  : thy  doom  is  fix’d ; 

This  very  moment  drag  ’em  from  my  fight. 

[The  guards  Jeize  on  ZarntL 

Mandane. 

Yes,  lead  me  with  him:  in  his  arms  to  die 
Mandane  goes  refign’d.  But  tyrant  know 
The  great  important  truth  is  treafur’d  here. 

Thy  pow’r  can  ne’er  extort  it.  Yes,  live  on 
In  the  worfi:  agony  of  doubt  and  fear. 

With  us  the  fecret  dies  : that  joy  is  ours ; 

With  that  w'e  triumph  Hill ; with  that  we  bid  thee 
Fear  while  we  live,  and  tremble  in  our  fall. 

[Exit  with  Zamti  and  guards > 

Hamet. 

No  fpare  ’em,  yet  forbear ; here  point  thy  fword, 
Unfiuice  thefe  veins,  but  fpare  their  matchlcfs  lives. 

[He  is  carried  off. 


ZaPHIA'IRI. 

I am  your  vidbim,  by  the  gods  I am. 

[Kneeling  and  holding  Timurkan, 


Timur- 
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Timurkan. 

Away,  vile  Have ; go  fee  them  bleed  ; behold- 
How  they  will  writhe  in  pangs ; pangs  doom’d  for 
thee. 

And  all  who  deal  in  treachery  like  thine, 

\_Exk, 

Zaphimri,  (on  the  ground) 

Yet  hear  me  ; yet  a moment ! barb’rous  Scythians  ! 
Wilt  thou  not  open,  Earth,  and  take  me  down, 
Down  to  thy  caverns  of  eternal  darknefs  ? 

And  deeps  Allmighty  juftice  ? will  it  not 
Awaken  all  its  terrors  ? arm  yon  band 
Of  fecret  heroes  with  avenging  thunder  ? 

By  Eleav’n  ( rifing)  that  thought  lifts  up  my  kind- 
ling foul 

With  renovated  fire.  My  glorious  friends. 

Who  now  convene  big  with  your  country’s  fate. 
When  1 am  dead,  oh!  give  me  juft  revenge  ^ 

Let  me_  not  die  inglorious  ; make  my  fall. 

By  fome  great  adc  of  yet  unheard  of  vengeance. 
Refound  throughout  the  v/orid ; that  fartheft  Scythia 
May  ftand  appall’d  at  the  huge  diftant  roar 
Of  one  vaft  ruin  tumbling  on  the  heads 
Of  this  fell  tyrant,  and  his  hated  race. 


End  of  the  FOURTH  AC  T. 
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ACT  the  FIFTH. 


Scene  the  Palace, 

Enter  Zamti  and  Man  Dane,  followed  hy  Octar. 
Zamti. 

TX7FIY  doft  thou  lead  us  to  this  hated  manfion? 
^ ^ Muft  we  again  behold  the  tyrant’s  frown  ? 
Thou  know’ll  our  hearts  are  fix’d. 

Octar. 

The  war  of  words 

We  fcorn  again  to  wage.  Beneath  this  roof 
The  rack  is  now  prepar’d,  and  Timurkan 
Anon  Ihall  view  your  pangs,  and  count  each  groan 
Ev’n  to  the  fullelr  luxury  of  vengeance. 

Guard  well  that  pafifage  ( to  the  guards  within ) fee 
the  traitors  find 

No  means  of  flight,  while  to  the  conqueror 
I haften,  to  receive  his  lall  commands. 

\Exit^ 


Zamti. 

Thou  ever  faithfuil  woman  ! 

Mandane. 

Caiiil  thou,  Zamti, 

Still  call  me  faithfuil  ? by  that  honour’d  name 
Wilt  thou  call  her,  wTofe  wild  maternal  love 
Hath  buried  all  in  ruin  ? 


Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

Yes,  thou  art. 

Thou  art  my  wife,  v/hofe  virtue  ev’n  in  bondage 
Hath  chear'd  my  foul ; and  now  thy  ev’ry  charm 
Endear’d  by  danger,  kindled  by  diftrefs 
To  higher  lullre,  all  my  pafTions  beat 
Unutterable  gratitude  and  love. 

And  muft— oh!  cruel!— muft  I fee  thee  bleed? 

Mandane. 

For  me  death  wears  no  terror  on  his  brow. 

Full  twenty  years  hath  this  afflicted  bread 

Been  fmote  with  thefe  fad  hands ; thefe  haggard  eyes 

Have  feen  my  country’s  ruin  ; feen  my  hufband. 

My  fon,  my  king,— all  in  the  Tartar’s  hands. 
What  then  remains  for  me  ? death,  only  death. 

Zamti. 

Ah  ! can  thy  tendernefs  endure  the  pangs 
Inventive  cruelty  ev’n  now  prepares  ? 

Muft  this  lov’d  form,  this  foft  perfedlion  bleed  ? 
Thy  decent  limbs  be  drain’d  with  cruel  cords^ 

To  glut  a ruffian’s  rage  ? 


Mandane. 

Alas ! this  frame. 

This  feeble  texture  never  can  fuftain  it. 

But  this— this  I can  bear.  (Shews  a dagger) 


Mandane. 

Yes;  this  dagger ! 

Do  thou  but  lodge  it  in  this  faithfull  bread. 
My  heart  fuall  fpring  to  meet  thee. 


Zamti. 
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Oh! 


Zamti. 


Mandane* 

Do  thou. 

My  honour’d  lord,  who  taughtfl  ine  ev’ry  virtue^ 
Afford  the  friendly,  the  laft  human  office. 

And  teach  me  now  to  die. 

Zamti. 

It  muff  not  be.— 

Hence  let  me  bear  this  inffrument  of  death. 

{T’akes  the  dagger ^ 

Shall  we  ufurp  the  dread  prerogative 

Of  life  and  death,  and  meafure  out  the  thread 

Of  our  own  being  ?— ’tis  the  coward’s  a6f. 

Who  dares  not  to  encounter  pain  and  peril. 

Be  that  the  praflice  of  th’  untutor’d  favage ; 

Be  it  the  pradlice  of  the  gloomy  North. 

Mandane. 

Muff  we  then  wait  the  haughty  tyrant’s  nod. 

The  vaffals  of  his  will  ? no,  let  us  rather 
Nobly  break  through  the  barriers  of  this  life. 

And  join  the  beings  of  fome  other  world. 

Who’ll  throng  around  our  greatly  daring  fouls, 

And  hail  our  flight  with  wonder  and  applaufe. 

Zamti. 

Diffrefs  too  exquifite  ! ye  holy  pow’rs, 

If  aught  below  can  fiipcrfede  your  law. 

And  plead  for  wretches,  who  dare  felf  impell’d 
Rulh  to  your  awfull  prefence  i ’tis  not  then. 

When  the  diffemper’d  paffions  rage ; when  pride 
Is  ffung  to  madnefs  ; when  ambition  falls 
From  her  high  fcaffolding— oh  ! no  3 ii  aught 

■ Can 


8j 


A TRAGEDY. 

Can  juftlfy  the  blow,  it  is  when  virtue 
No  more  can  (land  at  bay;  when  liberty 
No  longer  breathes  at  large ; his  with  the  groans 
Of  our  lov’d  country  when  we  dare  to  dici 

Mandate. 

Then  here  at  once  direct  the  friendly  fteel. 

Zamti; 

Now  then  prepare  thee— ah  ! does  this  become 
Thy  hufband’s  love  ? thus  with  uplifted  blade 
Can  I approach  that  bofom-blifs,  where  oft 
With  other  looks  than  thefe,  oh ! my  Mandane, 
I’ve  hufh’d  my  cares  within  thy  Ihelt’ring  arms  ? 

Mandane. 

Alas  ! the  loves,  that  bleft  our  happier  days, 
Have  fpread  their  pinions,  never  to  return. 

And  the  pale  fates  furround  us.  Zamti,  come  i 
Here  lay  me  down  in  honourable  reft ; 

Come  as  thou  art,  all  hero  to  my  arms. 

And  free  a virtuous  wife. 


Zamti; 

It  muft  be  fo  : ^ 

Now  then  prepare  thee — my  arm  flags  and  droops 
Confeious  of  thee  in  ev’ry  trembling  nerve. 

[Throws  down  the  dagger;. 
By  Heav’n,  once  more  I would  not  raife  the  point 
Againft  that  hoard  of  fweets,  for  endlefs  years 
Of  univerfal  empire.— 

Mandane. 

Ha  ! they  come ; 

The  mdnifters  of  vengeance  come ; and  yet, 
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They  lhall  not  long  infult  us  in  our  woes ; 

Myfelf  will  flill  preferve  the  means  of  death. 

\^akes  up  the  dagger. 


Enter  Timurkan,  Octar,  and  Guards, 
Timurkan. 

Now  then,  detefled  pair,  your  hour  is  come. 

I hate  this  dull  delay : feize  Zamti  firft ; 

Let  fludied  art  with  flow  confuming  pangs 

Explore  the  truth,  nor  let  him  know  relief 

In  his  worfl:  agonies,  till  ev’ry  fecret 

Burfl:  forth  in  groans,  and  end  my  doubts  and  fears. 

Zamti. 

Begin  your  tortures ; end  this  wretched  being ; 

I care  not  now  how  foon. 

\^he  guards  feize  Zamti, 
Mandane. 

Stay,  Zamti,  flay ; 

And  will  you  force  him  thus  } (he  is  forc'd  off)  in- 
human villains  ! 

Oh  ! Timurkan,  behold  me  humbled  here. 

Thus  lowly  on  my  knees,  thus  prone  to  earth. 

And  groveling  at  your  feet.  I afk  to  die ; 

Grant  my  requefl ; it  will  not  flain  thy  name 
With  weak  humanity  j deal  flill  in  blood ; 

Oh  ! let  me  perifh  in  my  hufband’s  arms ; 

It  will  be  mercy  to  indulge  my  pray’r. 

And  murder  fhall  for  once  be  virtue  in  thee. 


Timurkan. 

Behold  him  firfl,  behold  the  hoary  traitor 
Gafping  in  death,  and  welt’ring  in  his  gore. 
Thy  turn  will  follow— by  thy  treacherous  arts 
The-  hated  Orphan  lives. 
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Mandane.  (Rifing) 

And  if  he  lives. 

May  Heav’n  proteft  him,  till  the  awfull  truth 
In  fome  dread  hour  of  horror  and  revenge 
Shall  burft  like  thunder  on  thee.— If  by  me 
Zaphimri  lives,  then  tyrant  know  thy  duty ; 
Defcend  at  once  from  a throne  gain’d  by  murder, 
And  yield  the  crown,  refign  it  to  your  mafter. 

Timurkan. 

Pernicious  traitrefs!  ha!  what  wouldft  thou  Mirvan.^ 
Enter  Mirvan. 

Mirvan. 

Near  to  the  Eaflern  gate,  a flave  reports, 

As  at  his  watch  he  flood,  the  gleam  of  arms 
Call  a dim  luflre  through  the  night,  and  flrait 
The  fleps  of  men  thick  founded  in  his  ear. 

In  clofe  array  they  march’d, 

Ti  murkan. 

Ha  ! lurking  treafon  ! 

What  ho  ! my  arms— ourfelf  will  Tally  forth. 
Mirvan, 

My  liege,  their  fcanty  and  rafh  levied  numbers 
W ant  not  a monarch’s  fword : with  eager  zeal 
Upon  the  inflant  I drew  off  the  guards. 

That  round  the  palace  walls : let  06lar,  Sir, 

W'^ho  oft  has  led  them  to  renown  in  arms. 

Let  him  but  head  the  ranks,  his  valour  foon- 
Shall  bring  the  traitors  bound  in  chains  before  you. 
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Timurkan. 

Well,  be  it  fo. — 0(5tar,  do  thou  go  forth. 

And  give  the  rebels  to  the  fabre's  edge. 

\Exit  05ia',\ 

Mandane, 

Why  mud:  I linger  thus  ? lo  ! Mirvan  too 
Leagu’d  with  the  foe,  a traitor  to  his  King ! 

Mirvax. 

With  fure  convi6lion  we  have  further  learn’d 
The  long-contended  truth.  Etan’s  their  King--^ 
The  traitor  Zamti  counted  but  one  fon, 

And  him  he  fent,— Mandane  knows  it  all— 

Far  hence  to  Corea’s  realm. 

Timurkan. 

At  length  thy  guilt  ' 

Glares  to  the  fight : this  hour  Zaphimri  dies., 
Mirvan. 

To  Morat’s  care  th’  infidious  Mandarine 
With  that  complotter  in  his  dark  defigns. 

Gave  up  their  boy,  while  unfufpecdied  here 
They  fix’d  a fafe  afylum  for  their  prince. 

Mandane.  ( Looking  at  Mirvan ) 

When  dial!  I quit  a world,  where  men  like  thee 
Are  only  fit  to  dwell  ?— 

Timurkan, 

Let  Morat  flreight 

Attend  our  prefence  \ bring  the  fiave  before  us. 


Mir- 
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Mirvan. 

This  hour  approves  my  loyalty  and  truth. 

[Exit, 


Timurkan. 

Thanks  to  great  Lama,  treafon  is  no  more, 

And  their  boy-king  is  found.  Yes,  traitrefs,  now 
Thou  (halt  behold  the  ftripling’s  forfeit  head. 

Soon  as  the  dawn  fnall  purple  yonder  Eaft, 

Ah-ft  in  air  all  China  hiall  behold  it 
Paich’d  by  the  fun,  and  v/elt’ring  to  the  wind. 

Entc7'  Mirvan. 

Timurkan. 

\V ell,  Mirvan,  haft  thou  brought  the  treach’rous  flave  ? 
Mirvan. 

My  liege,  he  comes  obedient  to  your  will. 

Enter  Zapkimri,  a Sahre, 
Zaphimri. 

Now,  bloody  Tartar,  now  then  know  ZaphiiTjri, 
Timurkan. 

Accurfed  treafon  ! — to  behold  thee  thus 
In  arms  before  me,  blafts  my  acking  fight. 

My  blood  forgets  to  move  ^ each  pow’r  dies  in  me. 


Mandane. 

Yes,  mcnfter,  yes ; thy  fated  hour  is  come. 
Defcend,  thou  tyrant,  from  a throne  ufurp'd. 
And  yield  the  crown,  now  yield  it  to  thy  mailer. 
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Zaphimrt. 

Well  mayft  thou  tremble,  well  may  guilt  like  thine 
Shrink  back  difmay’d ; for  thus  avenging  Heav’n 
In  me  fends  forth  his  minifter  of  wrath 
To  deal  deftruction  on  thee. 

Timurkan-. 

Coward-flave ! 

A midnight  ruffian,  in  th’  unguarded  hour. 

Secure  thou  com’ft,  thus  to  affault  a warrior 
Thy  heart  would  never  dare  to  meet  in  arms. 

Zapkimri. 

Not  meet  thee  Tartar  !— ha  !— in  me  thou  fee’f}: 
Cne,  on  v/hofe  head  unnumber’d  wrongs  thou’ft 
heap’d, 

Elfe  could  I fcorn  thee  thus  defencelefs— yes. 

My  great  revenge  could  bid  thee  try  each  fhape, 
Affiime  each  horrid  form,  come  forth  array’d 
In  all  the  terrors  of  deftru6Hve  guilt. 

But  now  a dear,  a murder’d  father  calls ; 

He  beckons  to  the  fpot,  the  facred  altar 
\^Tich  thy  fell  hand  imbrued  with  royal  blood. 

Go,  feek  the  temple ; at  that  dread  tribunal 
Receive  thy  doom,  and  expiate  thy  crimes, 

Timurkan. 

By  Heav’n  I’ll  dare  thee  flill ; refign  it  Have, 
Refign  the  blade  to  nobler  hands. 

[Seizes  Mirvan's  Sabre, 

Mandane, 

Oh  ! horror ! 

Bring  inflant  help ; let  not  the  fate  of  China 
Hang  on  the  iffue  of  a doubtfull  combat. 


Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

Now,  lawlefs  ravager,  Zaphimri  comes 
To  wreak  his  juftice  on  thee. 

[They  fight  and  Zaphimri  drives  Timurkan  ofifi, 

Mandane. 

Now,  juft  gods. 

Sinew  his  arm,  and  guide  the  blow  for  freedom. 
Mirvant. 

See  there,  behold,  he  darts  upon  his  prey. 

Zaphimri.  (Within) 

Die,  bloodhound,  die. 

Mirvan. 

The  Tartar  drops  his  point. 

Mandane. 

He  falls,  the  vi6lim  falls. 

Zaphimri.  (Within) 

My  father  ftrikes ; 

He  gives  the  blow  j and  this,  thou  fell  deftroyer. 
This  for  a nation's  groans. 

Enter  Hamet. 

Hamet. 

Where  is  Zaphimri  ? 

Diredl  me  to  him— 

IVUndane. 

Hamet !— oh ! my  fon  i 


Once 


83 


The  ORPHAN  of  CHINA; 


Once  more  I clafp  thee  in  thy  mother's  arms, 

Lo  ! where  the  monfter  quivers  on  the  ground  ! 

Let  me  feek  Zamti  with  the  glorious  tidings. 

And  call  him  back  to  liberty  and  joy. 

\_Exit  with  Mirvaui 


Enter  ZaphiIvIri. 

Zaphimri. 

This  reeking  blade  hath  drunk  the  tyrant’s  blood. 
Hamet. 

China  again  is  free— there  lies  the  corfe 
That  breath’d  deflru6lion  to  the  worldi 

Zaphimri. 

Yes  there. 

Tyrannic  guilt,  behold  thy  fatal  end^ 

The  wages  of  thy  fins. 

Enter  Morat. 

Hamet. 

Oh  ! Morat  Wellcome, 

Wellcome  to  conqued,  freedom  and  revenge, 
Morat. 

Revenge  now  ftalks  abroad  : our  valiant  leaders 
True  to  the  deftin’d  hour  at  once  broke  forth 
From  ev’ry  quarter,  on  th’  aftonifh’d  foe. 

Zaphimri. 

Lo  ! Timurkan  lies  levell’d  with  the  dud. 


Morat, 
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Morat. 

OpprefTion’s  iron  rod  at  length  is  broke. 

My  King  ! my  Sov’reign  ! 

\Kneels  to  Zaphimri, 
Zaphimri. 

Rife  : the  time  demands 

Far  other  cares  : where  are  my  gallant  friends  ? 

Is  the  wild  tumult  o’er,  and  have  they  conquer’d  ? 

Morat. 

The  gates,  the  ramparts,  and  the  citadel. 

Each  pafs  is  ours  : the  unfufpe6ling  foe 
Hemm’d  in  on  ev’ry  fide  refills  in  vain. 

Oftar  is  fall’n  : all  cover’d  o’er  with  wounds 
Ele  met  his  fate,  and  ftill  the  flaught’ring  fword 
Invades  the  city  funk  in  deep  and  wine. 

Zaphimri. 

Send  forth,  and  let  Orafming  drait  proclaim 
Zaphimri  King,  my  fubjedls  rights  redor’d. 

^ \_Exit  Morat, 

Now  where  is  Zamti  ? where  my  more  than  father? 
Where  is  Mandane } Lead  me,  lead  me  to  them. 

Enter  Mir  van. 

Zaphimri. 

What  naeans  that  pale  defpair  ? 

Mirvan". 

Oh  ! dire  mnfchance  ! 

While  here  I treinbled  for  the  great  event. 

The  unrelenting  flaves,  v/hefe  trade  is  death, 
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Began  their  work ; nor  piety,  nor  age 
Could  touch  their  felon-hearts ; they  feiz’d  on  Zamti 
And  bound  him  on  the  wheel ; a prey  to  villains 
We  found  the  good,  the  venerable  man 
Smiling  in  pangs ; all  frantic  at  the  fight 
Mandane  plung’d  a poniard  in  her  breaft. 

With  him  I liv’d,  fhe  cried,  with  him  will  die. 

Hamet. 

Oh  ! Heav’n  ! my  mother  ! fummon  ev’ry  aid 
To  call  her  back  to  life.— 

Mirvan. 

In  th’  arms  of  death 
Ev’n  now  fhe  flruggles. 

Zaphimri. 

Fatal  rafhnefs.  Say, 

Is  Zamti  too  deflroy’d  ? 

Mirvan. 

Life  ebbs  apace. 

Releas’d  from  anguifh,  with  what  ftrength  remain’d. 
He  reach’d  the  couch,  where  loft  Mandane  lies. 
There  threw  his  mano-led  limbs,  there  cling-inor  to  her 
He  pours  his  fad  lamentings,  in  a ftrain 
Might  call  each  pitying  angel  from  the  fky 
To  fympathize  with  human  woe. 

‘The  Back-Jeene  opens, 

Zaphimri. 

And  fee. 

See  on  that  mournfull  bier  he  clafps  her  ftill  y 
Still  hangs  upon  each  faded  feature  j ftill 
To  her  deaf  ear  complains  in  bitter  anguifh. 

Zamti  and  Blandane  are  brought  forward  on  a couch. 

Zamti. 
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Yet  live,  Mandane;  thou  may’ll  Hill  be  happy-— 
Thou  halt  not  merited  an  end  like  this. 

Mandane. 

The-  hand  of  death  ev’n  now  is  heavy  on  me. 
Zaphimri. 

Are  thefe  our  triumphs  ? thefe  our  promis’d  joys  ? 
Zamti. 

The  mufick  of  that  voice  recalls  my  foul. 

Rifes^  and  runs  to  embrace  Zaphimri  \ his 
ftrength  fails^  and  he  falls  at  his  feet. 
My  Prince  ! my  King  ! — 

Zaphimri. 

Support  him , bear  him  up. 

Mandane. 

Where  is  my  child,  my  Hamet  ? lives  he  llill  ? 

• Hamet. 

Pie  lives,  but  oh  ! to  fee  my  mother  thus— 
Mandane. 

Oh!  let  me  fold  thee  ( rifes ) ha  1— it  is  too  much— 
I thank  you  Heav’n ; thefe  are  a mother’s  ioys, — 
And  thefe  you  give  to  chear  me  in  my  paiPage. 

Soft,  lay  me,  lay  me  down— 

Hamet. 

Her  eyes  are  fixed ; 

A death  like  palenefs  fpreads  o’er  ev’ry  feature. 

N 2 Za- 
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Zaphimri  ( Raiftng  Zamti.J 
How  fares  it  Zamti  now  ? 

Zamti. 

Oh  ! bleft  event ! 

I could  not  hope  fuch  tidings ; thee,  my  King, 
And  Hamet  too,  I thought  you  both  deftroy’d. 

My  flow  remains  of  life  cannot  endure 
Thefe  ftrong  viciflitudes  of  grief  and  joy. 

And  there— there  lies  Mandane— lead  me  to  her. 
Mandane,  look  upon  me ; once  again 
Let  me  behold  the  day-light  of  thy’ eyes. 

Mandane. 

Alas ! thofe  eyes  no  more  mufl:  gaze  upon  thee ; 
That  dear  delight  is  fled thee  too,  my  fon. 

No  more  I now  mufl:  fee  thee;  fnatch’d  from  death. 
This  day  reflor’d,— after  whole  years  of  abfence — 

I leave  thee  now; — I leave  my  child  for  ever — 
The  heart-ftring  breaks— oh  ! that  thought  tears— 
' it  cleaves— 

It  drowns  me  in  my  tears. 

Zamti. 

I pray  ye  lead  me — 

ConduA  me  to  her— nearer  ilill— that  both— 
Alas  ! I faint— fupport  me— 

\Faints  in  their  arms. 

Hamet. 

Once  again 

Mandane  fpeak,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice-— 
Mandane. 

Hamet,— thy  hand— forgive— forgive  my  raflinefs. 

Could 
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Could  I furvlve  your  father  ? no— with  him 
The  fcene  was  clos’d— but— is  the  tyrant  dead  ? 

Hamet. 

His  debt  is  paid. 

Man  DANE. 

Alas  ! I follow  him— 

I follow  thither,  where  eternal  jufbice 
Exalts  the  jufb,  and  humbles  the  opprelTor. 

And  thee,  my  fon,  I leave  thee  here  in  freedom. 
That  joy  is  mine— copy  your  flther’s  adtions — 
You  need  no  more  : mankind  will  blefs  thee  for  it. 
Remember  all  his  precepts  : his  example 
Will  guide  thy  fteps,  and  marfhal  thee  to  glory — 

I die  refign’d— and  yet— and  yet  its  hard,-— 

When  freedom  dawns, —and  after  all  my  fufferings — 
Its  hard,  my  child,  your  mother  now  iliould  thee— 
Zamti— where  is  he  ? 

Z A M T I . ( Coming  to  himjelf ) 

/ 

Bend  me,  bend  me  forward— 

Man  DANE. 

Alas ! that  fight— oh  ! Zamti— Hamet— oh  ! 

[pies. 


Zamti. 

She’s  gone,  for  ever,  ever  gone,— Mandane  ! 

[Sinks  down  by  her. 

Thus  do  I fee  thee  ? — cold — alas  ! death-cold  ! 
Cold  is  that  breafe,  wliere  virtue  from  above 
Fix’d  hu  delighted  manuon  ; and  thofe  lips 
That  utter’d  heav’nly  truth— pale ! pale ! dead — 
dead! 

Pray  ye  entomb  me  with  her.— 

Za- 
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Zaphimri. 

Take,  ye  pow’rs. 

Your  throne,  your  crown;  take  all  your  conquefts 
back, 

Zaphimri  never  can  furvive— 

Zamti. 

I charge  thee  live— 

A bafe  defertion  of  the  public  weal 
Will  ill  become  a King— alas  ! my  fon-— 

By  that  dear  tender  name  if  once  again 
Zamti  may  call  thee — this  is  now  the  lall:. 

The  only  interview  we  ever  lhall  have— 

Zaphimri. 

And  will  ye  then,  inexorable  gods 

Will  ye  then  tear  him  from  my  acking  heart  ? 

Zamti. 

The  moral  duties  of  the  private  man 

Are  grafted  in  thy  foul.  But  oh  ! remember. 

The  mean  immutable  of  happinefs. 

Or  in  the  vale  of  life,  or  on  a throne. 

Is  virtue  each  bad  adlion  of  a King 
Extends  beyond  his  life,  and  oft  renews 
Its  tyranny  o’er  ages  yet  unborn. 

To  error  mild,  fevere  to  guilt,  protect 
The  helplefs  innocent;  be  truth  thy  paffion ; 

Spurn  the  bafe  riatterer,  and  learn  to  feel 
The  beft  delight  of  ferving  human  kind. 

Hamet. 

He  dies,  he  dies,  the  agony  is  on  him— 


Zamti. 
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Zamti. 

Life  harafs’d  out,  purfued  with  barb’rous  art 
Thro’  ev’ry  trembling  joint  now  fails  at  once— 
Zaphimri— oh  ! farewell-— I fhall  not  fee 
The  glories  of  thy  reign— my  fon— my  Hamet— 
Thou  good  young  man,  farewell— Mandane,  yes. 
My  foul  with  pleafure  wings  her  flight,  that  thus 
Faithfull  in  death  I leave  thefe  cold  remains 
Near  thy  dear  honour’d  clay. 

[Dies, 


Zaphimri. 

And  art  thou  dead. 

Thou  belt  of  men  ? then  mull  Zaphimri  pine 
In  ever-during  grief,  fince  thou  art  loft. 

Since  that  firm  patriot,  whofe  parental  care 
Should  raife,  lliould  guide,  Ihould  animate  my 
virtues. 

Lies  there  a breathlefs  corfe. 

Hamet. 

My  liege,  forbear; 

Live  for  your  people  ; madnefs  and  defpair 
Belong  to  woes  like  mine. 


Zaphimri. 

Thy  woes,  indeed. 

Are  great,  thou  pious  youth;  yes  I will  live 
To  foften  thy  afTliftions ; to  affuage 
A nation’s  grief  when  fuch  a pair  expires. 

Come  to  my  heart ; in  thee  another  Zamti 
Shall  blefs  the  realm— -now  let  me  hence  to  hail 
My  people  with  the  found  of  peace ; that  done. 
To  thefe  a gratefull  monument  fhall  rife. 

With  all  fepulchral  hoiiour ; frequent  there 
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We’ll  olfer  incence ; there  each  weeping  mufe 
Shall  grave  the  tributary  verfe  ; with  tears 
Embalm  their  memories,  and  teach  mankind 
Howe’er  opprefTion  flalk  the  groaning  earth. 
Yet  Keav’n,  in  its  ov/n  hour,  can  bring  relief. 
Can  blafl:  the  tyrant  in  his  guilty  pride. 

And  prove  the  Orphan’s  guardian  to  the  laft. 


E P 


EPILOGUE 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  YATES, 


^HROUGH  five  long  a5ls  Fve  wore  my  fitghing  fiace, 
Confiyid  hy  critic  laws  to  time  and  place : 

"Releas'd  at  lengthy  I ramble  as  I pleafie  3 
Back  to  dear  London  whifik  o'er  land  and fieas  \ 

Ladies  excufie  7ny  drefis  \ 'tis  true  Chineze» 


\ 

j 


And  noWy  no  hufihand  to  torment  my  brainy 
Eficap' d firom  dagger Sy  and  firom  tragic  Jl rainy 
Let  us  enjoy  our  dear  fimall  talk  again. 


1 


How  could  this  bard  fiiiccefisfiull  hope  to  prove  ; 

So  many  heroes y and  not  one  in  love  ! 

No  fiiiitor  here  to  talk  ofi jlames  that  thrill ; 

Eo  fiay  the  civil  thing — your  eyes  fio  kill" — 

No  ravijhery  to  fiorce  one — to  one's  will, 

Fhat  Limurkan  I— an  odious y horrid  brute  ! 

Whom  only  warSy  and  blood  and  horror  fiuit, 

Ifi  in  the  guards  he  firft  had  learn' d his  trade y 
Gam'd  at  the  Lilt-yardy  lounfid  on  the  Parade  j 
At  Play  and  Opera  blaz'd  an  am'rous /parky 
And  /hone  the  Maccaroni  ofi  the  Park ; 

Had  he  march'd  boldly  to  the  Low'r  fior  fiame^ 

And  at  St,  James's  fielt  the  tender  /lame ; 

Ehink  yey  fior  Zamti  I had  died  a martyr  ? 
fihe  many  in  that  cafie'y  would  have  caught  a Tar  TAR « 


Toii've  fieen  their  Eajiern  virtues y patriot  pafifions ; 
-But  now  fior  fio77iething  ofi  their  tajie  and  fiajhions, 

VoL.  E O ^^Ohf 
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Oh  I Lord!  thafs  char  mingy  ^ cries  my  Lady  Fidget  y"[^ 
I long  to  hiow  it  j do  the  creatures  vifit  ? 

Dear  Airs,  Tates y doy  tell  us — ^joelly  ho^jo  is  it  F”  J 
Fir  ft  as  to  heautyy  Jet  your  hearts  at  reft ; 

They've  all  broad  foreheads  y and  pigs  eyes  at  heft. 

And  then  they  lead Juch  ftrangey  fuch  formal  lives ; 

A little  more  at  home  than  Englifto  wives ! 

Left  the  poor  things  fhould  roamy  and  prove  untrue^ 

They  all  are  crippled  in  the  tiny  fhoe, 

A hcpefull  fcheme  to  keep  a wife  from  madding  I 
We  pinch  our  feety  and  yet  are  ever  gadding. 

Then  they've  no  cards , no  routs -y  ne'er  take  their  fling  i 
And  pin-money  is  an  unheard  of  thing. 

And  how  d'ye  think  they  write?— you'll  ne'er  divine  \ 
From  top  to  bottom  down  in  one  ftraight  line, 

Wey  ladieSy  when  our  flames  we  cannot  fnothery 
Write  letters— from  one  corner  down  to  t'other. 

One  mode  there  is  in  which  both  climes  agree  > ^ 

I fcarce  can  tell—'mongft  friends  then  let  it  be  \ ^ 

The  creatures  love  to  cheat  as  well  as  we,  j 

But  blefs  my  wits  I I've  quite  forgot  the  bard  y 
A civil  foul  I— by  me  he  fends  this  card. 

Presents  respects”— -/i?  ev'ry  lady  here  ; 

Hopes  for  the  honour”— d?/ a fingle  tear. 

The  critics  then  will  throw  their  dirt  in  vain  y 
T ears  from  thofe  eyes  will  wajh  out  ev'ry  ftain ; 

Tour  tears  true  verdure  to  the  laurel  give ; 

The  fceney  that  moves  your  hearts y deferves  to  live ; 

All  elfe  is  labour'd  ranty  and  fuftian  rage  \ 

Each  dropy  you  f ally  embabns  the  poet's  page. 


T O 
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M.  De  V O L T A I R E. 


S I R, 

ALETTEPv  to  you  from  an  Engllfh  author  may 
carry  with  it  the  appearance  of  correfponding  with 
the  enemy,  not  only  as  the  two  nations  are  at  prefent  in- 
volved in  a difficult  and  important  war,  but  alfo  becaufe  in 
many  of  your  late  writings  you  feem  determined  to  live  in 
a ftate  of  hoftility  with  the  Erltifh  nation.  Whenever  we 
come  in  your  v/ay,  we  are  ferocious  ; we  are  i danders  ; 
‘‘  we  are  the  people  whom  your  country  has  taught ; we 
“ fall  behind  other  nations  in  point  of  tafte  and  elegance 
of  compofition  ; the  fame  caufe  that  has  witheld  froin 
us  a genius  for  painting  and  rnufic,  has  alfo  deprived  us 
“ of  the  true  fpirit  of  Tragedy  ; and,  in  fliort,  barbarifin 
ftill  prevails  among  us,’’ 

Of  thefe  high-toned  deglfions,  as  boldly  hazarded,  as 
they  are  feebly  fupported,  it  ffiall  be  my  -buhnefs  to  addrefs 
my  fentiments  to  you  upon  fome  future  occafion.  The  en- 
quiry will  lead  to  a wide  held  of  difcuffion  : relying  upon 
the  great  name,  eftabllfhed  by  two  or  three  v/riters  of  the 
lafl:  century,  writers  indeed  of  great  value,  and  juftly  ad- 
mired throughout  Europe,  you  have  affiumed  in  favour  of 
France,  the  prize  of  dramatic  excellence:  the  claim  is 
roundly  aiTerted,  and  fliould  it  hereafter  appear  to  have  no 
foundation  in  truth,  you  are  fure  at  leaf];  of  proving  your- 
fclf  a good  citizen,  though  not  the  beft  of  critics  The 
national  vanity,  which  has  given  rjfe  to  many  refledfion? 
upon  the  theatric  genius  of  the  Englifh  nation,  may  be 
excufable  ; but  the  fallacy,  with  which  a great  deal  of  mif- 
reprefentation  has  been  artfully  coloured,  to  affift  your  fa- 
yourite  hypothefis,  defences  to  be  minutely  examined.  The 
interefts  of  the  drama  and  the' caufe  of  truth  feem  to  re- 
quire it.  For  the  purpdfe  of  the  prefent  letter  it  will  be 
fufficient  to  fay,  notv/ithftanding  the  vein  of  prejudice^ 
which  has  difcoloured  moft  of  your  fugitive  pieces,  that 
there  ftill  breathes  throughout  your  writings  fuch  a general 

* Dum  patriam  laud  at,  damnat  dum  poggius  hoflam, 

^ec  fnajus  eft  civis,  nec  bonus  hiftoricus, 

Q % iplrft 


100 


To  M.  De  VOLTAIRE. 

fpirit  of  humanity  and  zeal  for  the  honour  of  the  Republic 
of  Letters,  that  I am  inclined  to  imagine  the  author  of  the 
Englifh  Orphan  of  China  (an  obfcure  iflander)  may  ftill 
addrefs  you  upon  terms  of  amity  and  literary  benevolence. 

I have  attempted  a Tragedy  upon  a fubjedf  that  has 
exercifed  your  excellent  talents  : I have  dared  to  try  my 
frrength  in  the  Bow  of  Ulysses  ; I hold  myfelf  therefore, 
in  fome  fort  accountable  to  IVL  De  Voltaire  for  the  de- 
parture I have  made  from  his  plan,  and  the  fubftitution  of  a 
new  fable  pf  my  own. 

My  firft  propenfity  to  this  ftory  was  occafioned  by  the 
remarks  of  an  admirable  critic  * of  our  own,  upon  the 
Orphan  of  the  House  of  Chau,  prefcrved  to  us  by  the 
induflirious  and  fenfible  P.  Du  Halde. 

The  Chineze  piece,  as  our  learned  commentator  obferves, 
amidft  great  wildnefs  and  irregularity,  has  fome  traces  of  re- 
femblance  to  the  beautiful  models  of  antiquity.  In  my  re- 
Hecfions  upon  it,  I imagined  I faw  a blemifh  in  the  manner 
of  faving  the  Orphan,  by  the  tame  refignatlon  of  another 
infant  in  his  place  ; efpecially  when  the  mbje<£l:  afforded  a 
fair  opportunity  to  delineate  the  ftrugglings  of  a parent, 
on  fo  trying  an  occafion.  It  therefore  occurred  to  me, 
that  if  a fable  could  be  framed,  in  which  the  Father  and  the 
two  Young  Men  might  be  interv/oyen  with  probability  and 
perfpicuity,  without  being  embarraffed  v/ith  all  the  per- 
plexities of  a riddle,  as,  you  know,  is  the  cafe  of  the  Hep.  ac- 
Lius  of  Corneille,  many  fituations  might  arife,  in 
which  fome  of  the  neareft  aftecfions  of  the  heart  might  be 
awakened  ; but  even  then  I was  too  confcious  that  this 
muft  be  executed  in  its  full  force,  by  a genius  very  different 
from  myfelf. 

In  this  ftate  of  mind,  fir,  I heard  v/ith  pleafure  that  M. 
De  Voltaire  had  produced  at  Paris  his  L’Orphelin  de 
LA  Chine  : I ardently  longed  for  a perufal  of  the  piece, 
expedfing  that  fuch  a writer  would  certainly  feize  all  the 
flriking  incidents  which  might  naturally  grow  out  of  fo 
pregnant  a ifory,  and  that  he  would  leave  no  fource  of  paf- 
fion  unopened.  I was  in  fome  fort,  but  not  wholly  difap- 
pointed  : I faw  M.  De  Voltaire  rufning  into  the  midfl 
of  things  at  once  ; opening  his  fubjedf  in  an  alarming 
manner  ; and,  after  the  narrative  relating  to  Gengiskan 
is  over,  working  up  his  hrft  act  like  a poet  indeed. 

^ Mr.  Hurd,  in  his  Commentary  UP09  Horace. 

Meum 
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Meiim  qui  pe6Ius  inaniter  angit 
Ut  Magus. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  fecond  act,  he  again  touches  our 
afFedtions  with  a mafter-hand  ; but,  like  a rower  who  has 
put  forth  all  his  ftrength,  and  fuddenly  flackens  his  exer- 
tion, I faw,  or  imagined  I faw,  him  give  way  all  at  once  : 
the  great  tumult  of  the  p.afHons  is  over ; the  interefl:  v/ears 
away;  Gengiskan  talks  politics;  the  tendernefs  of  a mo- 
ther, Hying  wdth  all  the  ftrcng  impulfes  of  natiire  to  the 
relief  of  her  child,  is  thrown  into  cold  unirnpaflioned  nar- 
rative; the  role  pour  V arnoureux  muff  have  its  place,  and  the 
' rough  conqueror  of  a whole  people  becomes  Le  Chevalier 
Gengiskan",  as  errant  a loyer  as  eyer  fighed  in  the  Thuil- 
leries  at  Paris.  Your  own  words,  fir,  hrongly  expreflve 
of  that  manly  and  fennble  taftc,  \yhich  diRlnguiilies  you 
throughout  Europe,  occurred  to  me  upon  this  occafion  : 
Quelle  place  pour  la  galanterie  que  le  parricide  h Pin- 
“ ccife,  qui  defolentune  famdlle,  & la  contagion  qui  ravage 
“ un  pais  ? Et  quel  exemplc  plus  frapant  dii  ridicule  dc 
“ notre  theatre,  & du  pouvoir  de  Phabitude,  que  Corneille 

d’un  cote,  qui  fait  dire  a 7'hefce. 

“ Quelque  ravage  ahVeux  qu’etale  ici  la  Pefie  ; 

LYbfence  aux  vrais  anians  eft  encore  plus  funefte. 
Et  moi,  qui,  foixante  ans  apres  lui,  viens  faire  parler 
‘‘  une  vielle  Jocafte  dhin  viel  amour  ; tout  cela  pour 
‘‘  couiplaire  au  gout  le  plus  fade  & le  plus  faux  qui  ait 
jamais  corrompu  la  literature.”  Indeed,  fir,  Gengis- 
kan, in  the  very  moment  of  overwhelming  a whole  nation, 
ufurping  a crown,  and  mafiacring  the  royal  fainily,  except 
one  infant,  whom  he  is  in  queft  of,  appeared  to  m-e  exactly 
like  the  amorous  7'heseus  in  the  midft  of  a deftrudfive 

plague.  “ Nunc  non  erat  his  locus,” Plow  would  that 

noble  poi-formance,  that  Chef  oeuvre  of  your  country,  the 
Athalie  of  Racine,  have  been  defaced  by  the  gallantry 
of  an  intrigue,  if  a tyrant  had  been  introduced  under  the 
foft  and  gentle  influence  of  a tender  paflion  for  the  /wife  of 
the  high-prieft  ? or  if  Joad,  entertaining  a fecret  afteefiou 
for  Athalie,  and  being  afked  what  orders  he  would  give 
relating  to  the  delivery  of  his  country,  fliould  anfwer, 

aucune,”  none  at  all. And  yet  this  is  the  language  of 

a northern  conquerci,  whining  for  a Mandarine's  wife, 
\vho  had  no  pc'ver  c/  renfting,  and  having  no  relation  to 
the  royal  family,  ccuri  not,  by  an  intermarriage,  ftrengthcri 
pis  intereit  in  the  ciov/n.  But  to  you,  who  have  told  us 
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that  Love  fhould  reign  a very  tyrant  in  Tragedy,  or  not  ap^ 
pear  there  at  all,  being  unfit  for  the  fecond  place ; to  you, 
who  have  laid  that  Nero  fhould  not  hide  himfelf  behind  a 
tapeftry  to  overhear  the  converfation  of  his  miftrefs  and  his 
rival  j to  you,  fir,  what  need  I urge  thefe  remarks  ? — To 
fill  up  the  long  career  of  a tragedy  with  this  epifodic  love 
mufi:  certainly  have  been  the  motive  that  led  you  into  this 
error  : an  error  I take  the  liberty  to  call  it,  becaufe  I have 
cbferved  it  to  be  the  hackneyed  and  inefFecl;ual  ftratagem 
of  many  modern  writers  as  well  in  England  as 'in  France. 
Within  the  compafs  of  my  reading,  there  is  hardly  a bad 
man  in  any  play,  but  he  is  in  love  with  fome  very  good  wo- 
man : the  feenes  that  pafs  between  them.,  I have  always  re- 
marked, are  found  dull  and  unawakening  by  the  audience, 
even  though  adorned  with  all  the  graces  of  compofition 
fuch  as  yours,  of  which  it  is  but  juftice  to  fay,  that  it  bef- 
tows  embellifhments  upon  every  fubjedf. 

For  me,  fir,  who  only  drav/  in  crayons,  who  have  no  re- 
fource  to  thofe  lafting  colours'  of  imagination  wdth  which 
you  fet  ofr  every  thing;  a writer  fuch  as  I am,  fir,  could 
not  prefume  to  fupport  that  duplicity  of  pafiion  which  runs 
through  your  piece,  I could  not  pretend,  by  the  powers 
of  ftyle,  to  fuborn  an  audience  in  favour  of  thofe  fecondary 
pafTages,  from  which  their  attention  naturally  revolts.  A 
plainer  and  more  fimple  method  lay  before  me.  I w^as  ob- 
liged to  keep  the  main  objedf  as  much  as  pofiible  before  the 
eye  ; and  therefore  it  was  that  I took  a furvey  of  my  fub- 
jecl:,  in  order  to  catch  at  every  thing  that  feemed  to  me  to 
refult  with  order  and  propriety  from  it.  A fcantinefs  of 
interefiing  bufinefs  feerned  to  me  a primary  defech  in  the 
conlfructicn  of  the  French  Orphan  of  China,  and  that 
defect  I imagined  had  its  fource  in  the  early  date  of  your 
play.  By  beginning  gemino  ab  ovo,”  by  making  the 
Orphan  and  the  Mandarine’s  fon  children  in  their  cradles, 
it  appeared  to  me  that  you  had  firripped  yourfelf  of  two  cha- 
racters, which  might  be  produced  in  an  amiable  light,  fo  as 
to  engage  the  aiiections  of  their  auditors,  not  only  for  them- 
feives,  but  confequentially  for  thofe  alfo  to  wdiom  they  ftand 
in  any  degree  of  relation.  From  this  conduct  I propofed  a 
further  advantage,  that  of  effacing  the  yery  obvious  refeni- 
blance  to  the  Andromache,  which  now  Itrikes  every  body 
in  vour  plan.  This  laft  remark  I do  not  urge  againft  acci- 
dental and  difiant  coincidencies  of  fentiment,  diction,  or 
fable.  Many  of  the  Qreek  plays,  we  knov/,  had  a familw? 
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Ilkenefs,  fuch  as  an  CEdipus,  an  Electra,  an  Iphigenia 
in  Tauris,  in  Aulis,  a Merope,  kc.  But  what  is  a. 
beauty  in  Racine,  feems  in  his  great  fuccehbr  to  be  a 
blemifh.  In  the  former,  nothing  depends  on  the  life  of 
Astyanax  but  v/hat  was  very  natural,  the  happinefs  of 
the  mother  : in  the  latter,  the  fate  of  a kingdom  is  grafted 
upon  the  fortunes  of  an  infant ; and  I afk  your  own  feel- 
ings, (for  no  body  knows  the  human  heart  better)  whether 
an  audience  is  likely  to  take  any  confiderable  intereft  in  the 
deftiny  of  a babe,  who,  when  your  Zamti  has  faved  him, 
cannot  produce  any  change,  any  revolution  in  the  affairs 
of  China  ? No,  fir ; the  conquered  remain  in  the  fame  ab- 
jecf  ftate  of  vafl'alage,  and  the  prefervation  of  the  infant 
king  becomes  therefore  almoll  uninterefling,  certainly  un- 
important : whereas  when  the  Orphan  is  grown  up  to  ma- 
turity, when  he  is  a moral  agent  in  the  piece,  when  he  has 
a plan  for  revenging  himfelf  on  the  deftrovers  of  his  family, 
it  then  becomes  a more  preffing  motive  In  the  Mandarine’s 
mind  ; nay,  it  is  almoff  his  duty,  in  fuch  a cafe,  to  facri- 
fice  even  his  own  offspring  for  the  good  of  his  country. 
In  your  flory,  fir,  give  me  leave  to  fay,  I do  not  fee  what 
end  can  be  anfwered  by  Zamti’s  loyalty  : his  profpecf  of 
any  real  fervice  to  his  country  Is  fo  diftant,  that  it  becom.es 
almoff  chimerical.  For  this  reafon,  and  becaufe  hiffory 
warrants  an  expulfion  of  the  Tartars;  becaufe  it  was  not  upon 
the  firft  inroad,  but  in  procefs  of  time  and  experience,  that 
they  learned  to  incorporate  themifelves  with  the  conquered, 
by  adopting  their  laws  and  cuffoms,  I had  recourfe  to  my 
own  preconceived  notions.  Whether  I was  partially  at- 
tached to  them,  or  whether  my  reafonings  upon  your  fable 
were  juft,  you,  fir,  and  the  public,  will  determine. 

You  will  perceive,  fir,  in  the  Englifh  Orphan  a few  cc- 
cafional  infertions  of  fcntiment  from  your  elegant  perform* 
ance.  To  ufe  the  expreilion  of  Mr.  Dryden,  when  he 
talks  of  Ben  Johnson’s  imitation  of  the  ancients,  you 
lU!//  often  track  me  in  your  fnow.  For  this  I fhall  make  no 
apology,  either  to  the  public  or  to  you : none  to  the  public, 
becaufe  they  have  applauded  fome  ftrokes  for  which  I am 
indebted  to  you  ; and  none  certainly  to  you,  becaufe  you 
are  well  aware  I have  in  this  inftance  followed  the  example 
of  many  admired  writers  ; Boileau,  Corneille,  and 
Racine,  In  France;  and  In  England,  AdiLTON,  Mr.  Ad- 
dison,  and  Mr.  Pope.  It  was  finely  fald  by  you,  (I  have 
tead  the  ffory,  and  take  it  upon  trufl)  when  it  was  objecfed 

to 
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to  the  celebrated  A^etastasio,  as  a reproach,  that  he  had 
frequent  transfufions  of  thought  from  your  writings,  “ Ah  ! 
3e  cher  voleur  ! il  m’a  bien  embclli.”  This  talent  of  em- 
bclliming  I do  not  pretend  to;  to  avail  inyfelf  of  my  read- 
ing, and  to  improve  my  own  produdliohs,  is  all  I can  pre- 
tend to  ; and  this  I flatter  myfelf  I have  done,  not  only  by 
tranfplanting  from  you,  but  alfo  from  many  of  the  writers 
cf  antiquity.  If  the  authorities  I have  above  mentioned 
v/ere  not  fufficient,  I could  add  another  very  bright  exam- 
ple, the  example  of  M.  De  V oltaire,  whom  I have  often, 
tracked,  to  ufe  the  fame  expreflion  again,  in  the  Jhovj  of 
Shakefpear.  The  fnow  of  Shakespear  is  but  a cold  ex- 
prcfHon ; but  perhaps  it  will  be  more  agreeable  to  you, 
than  a word  of  greater  energy,  ftrong  enough  to  convey  a 
full  idea  of  the  aflonifhing  powers  of  that  great  man;  for 
we  iflanders  have  remarked  of  late,  that  AI.  De  Voltaire. 
has  a particular  fatisfadlion  in  defcanting  on  the  faults  of 
that  wonderfull  genius,  the  greateft  perhaps,  that  ever  exift- 
ed  fmee  the  aera  of  Homer.  In  this  treatment  of  Shake-' 
spear,  v»^e  obferve,  fir,  a fpecies  of  ingratitude ; for  in 
many  of  your  plays  we  perceive  you  under  obligations  to 
that  Savage,  as  you  are  pleafed  to  call  him,  for  fome  of 
the  ftriking  beauties  both  of  yoiir  fable  and  the  fentiment„ 
Of  what  is  here  advanced,  it  is  not  now  the  time  to  give 
the  particular  inflances.  The  number  of  thofe  inftances 
is,  ho\veV(^r,  very  confiderable;  infomuch,  that  an  ingenious 
and  excellent  perfon  tells  me,  whenever  you  fpeak,  in  your 
avant  propos^  in  terms  degrading  ot  the  great  Englifh  bard,' 
iic  always  deems  it  a fure  prognoftic  that  your  play  is  the 
better  for  him. 

If  the  great  feenes  of  Shakespear,  hr  ; if  his  boundlefs 
view  of  all  nature,  the  lawn,  the  wlldernefs,  the  blafted 
heath,  mountains,  and  craggy  rocks,  vhth  thunder  and 
lightning  on  their  brows ; if  thefe  cannot  ftrike  the  ima- 
gination of  Mr.  De  Voltaire,  how  can  I expedl  that  the 
fiudied  regdlarity  of  my  little  Ihrubbery  fhould  afford  him 
any  kind  of  pleafure  ? To  drop  the  metaphor,  if  the  fol- 
lowing tragedy  does  not  appear  to  you  a monstrous 
Farce,  it  is  all  I can  reafonably  expecl.  But  whatever 
may  be  your  opinion  of  It,  I muft  beg  that  you  will  not 
make  it  the  criterion  by  which  you  would  decide  concern- 
ing the  tafte  of  the  Englifn  nation,  or  the  prefent  ftate  of 
literature  among  us.  What  you  have  humbly  faid  of  your- 
felf,  in  order  to  do  honour  to  your  nation,  I can  aflert  w^ith’ 

truth 
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truth  of  the  author  of  the  Englifh  Orphan,  that  he  is  one 
of  the  worft  poets  now  in  this  country.  It  is  true,  indeed, 
that  the  play  has  been  received  with  uncommon  applaufe  ; 
that  fo  elegant  a writer  as  the  author  of  Creusa  and  The 
Roman  Father  was  my  critic  and  my  friend  ; and  that 
a great  deal  of  very  particular  honour  has  been  done  me  by 
many  perfons  of  the  firft  diftincfion.  But,  give  me  leave 
to  fay,  they  all  know'  the  faults  of  the  piece  as  well  as 
if  it  had  been  dlfcufled  by  the  academy  of  Belles  Lettres. 
V/c  are  a generous  nation,  fir;  and  even  the  faintell;  ap- 
proaches to  merit,  always  meet  here  the  warmeft  encou- 
ragement. Permit  me  further  to  affure  you,  in  cafe  you 
fhould  difeover  any  traces  of  barbarifm  in  the  ftyle  or  fable, 
that  if  you  had  been  prefent  at  the  reprefentation,  you 
would  have  feen  a theatrical  fplendor  conducted  with  a 
hieyifeance  unknown  to  the  jeene  Francoife,  The  performers 
of  Zaphimri  and  Hamet,  by  their  interefting  manner, 
would  have  made  you  regret  that  you  had  not  enriched 
your  piece  with  two  characters,  to  which  a colourift,  like 
you,  would  have  given  the  moft  beautiful  touches  of  the 
.pencil,  had  the  idea  ftruck  your  fancy  ; and,  though  a 
weak  ftate  of  health  deprived  the  play  of  fo  fine  an  actrefs 
as  Mrs.  Cibber,  you  would  have  beheld  in  Mandane  a 
figure  that  would  adorn  any  ftage  in  Europe,  and  you 
would  have  acknowledged  that  her  Acting  promifes  to 
equal  the  elegance  of  her  perfon  : moreover,  you  would 
have  feen  a Zamti,  whofe  exquifitc  powers  are  capable  of 
adding  Pathos  and  Harmony  even  to  our  great  Shake- 
spear  ; and  let  me  add,  fir,  that  the  genius  of  this  per- 
former has  been  in  Mahomet,  in  Merope,  and  Zara, 
the  chief  fupport  of  your  own  feenes  upon  the  Englifh  ftage. 

Upon  the  whole,  I beg  you  will  not  imagine  that  I have 
written  this  Tragedy  in  the  fond  hope  of  eclipfing  fo  cele- 
brated a writer  as  M.  De  Voltaire  : I had  an  humbler 
motive  ; propter  amorem  quod  te  imitari  aveo.  Could  I do 
that  in  any  diftant  degree,  it  would  very  amply  gratify  the 
ambition  of. 

Sir,  your  real  admirer, 

and  moft  humble  fervant, 

London,  April  30,  1759. 

The  AUTHOR  of 
The  Orphan  of  China. 
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PROLOGUE: 

Spoken  by  Mr.  HOLLAND. 

^ F old y-— when  Greece  m a declining  age 

Of  lawVeJs  pow'r  had  felt  the  harbWous  rage^ 

*This  was  the  tyrant's  art He  gave  a prize 
Fo  hiniy  who  a new  pleafure  jhould  devife, 

Te  tyrants  of  the  Pity  whoje  cold  difdam 
Rejects  and  naufeates  the  repeated  ftrain ; 

Who  call  for  rarities  to  quicken  Jenfey 
Sayy  do  you  always  the  reward  dijpenfe  ? 

Te  hards y to  whom  French  wit  gives  kind  relief y 
Are  ye  not  oft  the  firft — to  cry  stop  thief  ! 

Sayy  to  a brother  do  you  e're  allow 

One  little  fprigy  one  leaf  to  deck  his  brow  ? 

Noy  fierce  inveSHve  ftuns  the  play-wright's  earsy 
WitSy  Poets  corner y Ledgers y Gazetteers  ? 

^Tis  faidy  the  Tart  ary  e're  he  pierce  the  hearty 
Infcribes  his  name  upon  his  poifon'd  dart. 

That  fcheme's  rejebied  by  each  fcribblingfpark ; 

Our  Chriftian  fyftem—ftabs  you  in  the  dark. 

And  yet  the  defif  rate  author  of  to-night 
Hares  on  the  mufes  wing  another  flight ; 

Once  money  a dupe  to  FamCy  forjakes  his  eafcy 
And  feels  th*  ambition  here  again  to  pleaje. 

He  brings  a tale  from  a far  diftant  agCy 
Ennobled  by  the  grave  hiftoric  page  ! * 

Zenobids  woes  have  touch'd  each  polifh'd  ftate  ,• 

The  brighteft  eyes  of  France  have  mourn'd  her  fate. 
Harmonious  Italy  her  tribute  paidy 
And  fling  a dirge  to  her  lamented  foade, 

Tet  think  not  that  we  mean  to  mock  the  eye 
With  pilfer'd  'colours  of  a foreign  dye. 

* Tacitus  Ann.  Lib.  12.  Seft.  44,  tq  the  end  of  51. 
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Not  tranjlate  our  hard  his  pen  doth  dip  ; 

He  takes  a play^  as  Britons  take  a Jhip  ; 

T’bey  heave  her  down with  many  a fturdy  JirokCy 
Repair  her  welly  and  build  with  heart  of  oak, 
evry  breeze  Jet  Britain's  Jir earners  free, 
New-man  heTy  and  away  again  to  Jea, 

Tlois  is  our  author's  aim  \—and  if  his  art 
Waken  to  fentiment  the  feeling  heart ; 

If  in  his  fcenes  alternate  pajfion  burny 

And  fricndjhipy  lovey  guilt,  virtue  take  their  turn*. 

If  innocence  opprefs'd  lie  bleeding  here. 

Ton'll  ghe—'tis  all  he  afks—one  virtuous  tear. 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 
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ACT  the  FIRST. 


Zelmira.. 

THRO’  the  wide  camp  ’tis  awful  folitude  1 

On  ev’ry  tent,  which  at  the  morning’s  dav/a  ^ 
Rung  v.dth  the  din  of  arms,  deep  filence  iits 
Adding  new  terrors  to  the  dreadful  fcene ! 

My  heart  dies  in  me  ! — hark ! — with  hideous  roar.. 
The  turbulent  Araxes  foams  along. 

And  rolls  his  torrent  thro’  yon  depth  of  woods ! 

’Tis  terrible  to  hear!— who’s  there?— Zopironl 
My  lord,  my  huiband,  help  me,  lend  your  aid. 

, Enter  Zopiron. 

ZOPIRON. 

Why  didft  thou  leave  thy  tent?— why  thus  affiicb 
Thy  anxious  breaft?— ere  yonder  fun  iliail  vifit 
The  weftern  fky,  all  will  be  hulli’d  to  peace.  ^ 

Zelmira. 

The  interval  is  horrid  big  with  woe, 

With  confternation,  peril  and  difmay! 

And  oh  1 if  here,  while  yet  the  fate  of  nations 
Sufpended  hangs  upon  the  doubtful  fword. 

If  here  the  trembling  heart  thus  fhrink  with  horror, 
Here  in  thefe  tents,  in  this  unpeopled  camp. 

Oh ! think,  Zopiron,  in  yon  held  of  death 
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Where  numbers  foon  in  purple  heaps  fhall  bleed. 
What  feelings  there  mult  throb  in  ev’ry  brealt  ? 
How  long,  ambition,  wilt  thou  ftalk  the  earth 
And  thus  lay  wahe  mankind  ! 

ZOPIRON. 

This  day  at  length 

The  warlike  king,  victorious  Pharafmanes 
Clofes  the  fcene  of  war.  The  Roman  bands 
But  ill  can  cope  with  the  embattled  numbers 
Afia  pours  forth,  a firm  undaunted  holt ! 

A nation  under  arms!  and  e/cry  bofom 
To  deeds  of  glory  fir’d !— Iberia  then 

Zelmira. 

Perifh  Iberia!  may  the  fons  of  Rome 
Pour  rapid  vengeance  on  her  falling  ranks. 

That  he,  who  tramples  on  the  rights  of  nature. 

May  fee  his  valTals  over-whelm’d  in  ruin. 

May  from  yon  field  be  led  in  fullen  chains. 

To  grace  the  triumph  of  imperial  Rome, 

And  from  th’  affembled  fenate  humbly  learn 
The  di(5tates  of  humanity  and  jultice  1 

ZoPIRON”. 

Thy  generous  zeal,  thy  ev’ry  fentiment 

Charms  my  delighted  foul.  But  thou  be  cautious. 

And  check  the  rifing  ardor  that  inflames  thee. 

The  tyrant  fpares  nor  fex,  nor  innocence. 

Zelmira. 

Indignant  of  controul,  he  fpurns  each  law. 

Each  holy  fanCtion,  that  reftrains  the  nations. 

And  forms  ’twixt  man  and  man  the  bond  of  peace. 
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ZOPIRON. 

This  is  the  tyger’s  den^  with  human  gore 
For  ever  floats  the  pavement ; with  the  flirieks 
Of  matrons  weeping  o'er  their  flaughter'd  fons, 

The  cries  of  virgins  to  the  brutal  arms 
Of  violation  dragg'd,  with  ceafelefs  groans 
Of  varied  mifery  for  ever  rings 
The  dreary  region  of  his  curs'd  domain. 

Zelmira. 

To  multiply  his  crimics^  a beauteous  captive, 

Th'  afflicted  Ariana— flie— for  her. 

For  that  fair  excellence  my  bofom  bleeds  1 
She,  in  the  prime  of  ev'ry  blooming  grace. 

When  next  the  glowing  hour  of  riot  comes. 

Shall  fall  a viftim  to  his  bafe  deflres. 

ZOPIRON. 

The  bounteous  gods  may  fuccour  virtue  fdll  1 
In  this  day’s  battle,  which  perhaps 'e’re  now 
The  charging  hofls  have  join’d,  fhould  Roman  valour 
Prevail  o’er  Afia’s  numbers— 


Zelmira. 

That  event 

Is  ail  our  hope.— And  lo!  on  yonder  rampart 
Trembling  with  wild  anxiety  fhe  ftands. 

Invokes  each  god,  and  bids  her  draining  eye 
Explore  the  fflllant  field. 

ZoPIRON. 

Yes,  there  file’s  fix’d 
A ilatue  of  defpair  ! — That  tender  bofom 
Heaves  with  no  common  grief : I’ve  mark’d  her  oft^ 
And  if  I read  aright,  fome  mighty  caufe 
Of  hoarded  anguifii,  fome  peculiar  woe 
VoL,  L ' 
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Preys  on  her  mind  unfeenl— But,  ha!  behold. 

She  faints her  fears  too  pow’rful  for  her  fame 
Sink  that  frail  beauty  drooping  to  the  earth. 

\^Exit  haftily. 


Zelmira. 

Hafte,  Piy,  Zopiron,  fly  with  inftant  fuccour ; 
AflTuage  the  borrows  of  that  gentle  fpirit  1 
Her  flutt’ring  fenfe  returns;— and  now  this  way 
The  virgins  lead  her.— May  the  avenging  gods  ! 
In  pity  of  the  woes  fuch  virtue  feels. 

In  pity  of  the  wrongs  a world  endures, 

With  -pow’r  refiflilefs  arm  the  Roman  legions. 
That  they  may  hurl  in  one  colle6led  blow 
AflTur’d  defliruftion  on  the  tyrant’s  head  1 

Enter  Zenobia,  leaning  on  two  attendants, 

Zenobia. 

A little  onward,  ftill  a little  onward 
Support  my  fteps— 


Zelmira. 

How  fares  it,  madam,  now  ? 

Zenobia. 

My  ftrength  returns ; I thank  ye,  gen’rous  maids. 
And  would  I could  requite  you  : fruitlefs  thanks 
Are  all  a wretch  can  give. 

Firft  attendant. 

The  gentle  office 

Of  mild  benevolence  our  nature  prompts ; 

Your  merit  too  commands  : on  Ariana 
We  tend  with  v/illing,  with  delighted  care. 

And  that  delight  o’er  pays  us  for  our  trouble. 
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Zenobia. 

Your  cares  for  me  denote  a heart  that  feels 

For  others  woes.  Methinks  with  flirength  renew’d 

I could  adventure  forth  again. 

Second  attendant. 

’Twere  bed 

Repofe  your  wearied  fpirits.  We  will  feek 
Yon  rifing  ground,  and  bring  the  fwifteft  tidings 
Of  all  the  mingled  tumult. 

Zenobia. 

Go,  my  virgins ; 

Watch  well  each  movement  of  the  marfhall’d  fields 
Each  turn  of  fortune;  let  me  know  it  all; 

Each  varying  circumftance. 

Zenobia,  Zelmira. 

Zelmira. 

And  will  you  thus. 

Be  doom’d  for  ever,  Ariana,  thus 
A willing  prey  to  vifionary  ills, 

The  felf-confuming  votarifl  of  care  ? 


Zenobia. 

Alas!  I’m  doom’d  to  weep  ; the  wrath  of  heav’n 
With  inexhaufted  vengeance  follows  dill. 

And  each  day  comes  with  aggravated  woes. 

Zelmira. 

Yet  when  Iberia’s  king,  when  Pharafmanes, 
With  all  a lover’s  fondneis— 
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Zenobia. 

Name  him  not ! 

Name  not  a monfler  horrible  with  blood, 

The  widows,  orphans,  and  the  virgin’s  tears ! 

Zelmira. 

Yet  favage  as  he  is,  at  fight  of  thee 
Each  fiercer  paffion  foftens  into  love. 

To  you  he  bends;  the  monarch  of  the  eafl 
Dejected  droops  beneath  your  cold  difdain. 

And  all  the  tyranny  of  female  pride. 

Zenobia. 

That  pride  is  virtue;  virtue  that  abhors 
The  tyrant  reeking  from  a brother’s  murder! 

Oh ! Mirhridates ! ever  honour’d  fhade  1 
Peaceful  he  reign’d,  difpenfing  good  around  him^ 
In  the  imild  eye  of  honourable  days! 

Thro’  all  her  peopled  realm  Armenia  felt 
His  equal  fway;  the  funfet  of  his  pow’r 
With  fainter  beams,  but  undiminifh’d  glory. 

Still  fhone  ferene,  while  ev’ry  confcious  fubjedl 
With  tears  of  praife  beheld  his  calm  decline. 

And  blefs’d  the  parting  ray ! yet  then,  Zelmira, 

Oh!  fade  accurs’d!  yes  Pharafmanes  then, 

Detehed  perfidy!  nor  ties  of  blood. 

Nor  facred  laws,  nor  the  juft  gods  reflrain'him  5 
In  the  dead  midnight  hour  the  fell  afTafTin 
Rulh’d  on  the  dumber  of  the  virtuous  man ; 

His  life  blood  gufh’d;  the  venerable  king 
W ak’d,  faw  a brother  arm’d  againft  his  life. 
Forgave  him  and  expir’d  ! 

Zelmira. 

Yet  wherefore  open 

Afrefh  the  v/ounds,  which  time  long  fince  hath  clos’d 
This  day  confirms  his  fcepicr  ia  his 'hand. 
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Zenobia. 

Confirms  his  fceptre  !— -his!— indignant  gods, 

Will  no  red  vengeance  from  your  Ifores  of  wjath 
Burfl  down  to  crufh  the  tyrant  in  his  guilt  ? 

His  fceptre,  faidft  thou  ? urge  that  word  no  more  * 
The  fceptre  of  his  fon ! the  folemn  right 
Of  Rhadamiftus ! Mithridates’  choice. 

That  call’d  him  to  his  daughter’s  nuptial  bed. 
Approv’d  him  lineal  heir;  confenting  nobles. 

The  public  will,  the  fandbion  of  the  laws. 

Ail  ratified  his  claim ; yet  curs’d  ambition. 

Deaf  to  a nation’s  voice,  a nation’s  charter. 

Nor  fatished  to  fill  Iberia’s  throne. 

Made  war,  unnatural  war,  .againft  a fon, 

Ufurp’d  his  crown,  and  with  remorfelefs  rage 
Purfued  his  life. 


Zelmira. 

Can  Ariana  plead 

For  fuch  a fon  P means  fhe  to  varnifli  o’er 
The  guilt  of  Rhadamiftus  ? 

Zenoeia. 

Guilt,  Zelmdra ! 


Zelmira. 

Guilt  that  fnoots  horror  thro’  my  aching  heart ! 
Poor  loll  Zenobia ! 


Zenobia. 

And  do  her  misfortunes 
Awaken  tender  pity  in  your  bread  P 

Zelmira. 

Ill-fated  princefs  1 in  her  vernal  bloom 
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By  a falfe  hufband  murder’d ! from  the  ffem 
A Rofe-bud  torn,  and  in  fome  defert  cave 
Thrown  by  to  moulder  into  filent  dull ! 

Zenobia. 

You  knew  not  Rhadamijlius  ! Pharafmanes 
Knew  not  the  early  virtues  of  his  fon. 

As  yet  an  infant,  in  his  tend’reft  years 
jHis  father  fent  him  to  Armenia’s  court. 

That  Mithridates’  care  might  form  his  mind 
To  arts,  to  wifdom,  and  to  manners  worthy 
A^rmenia’s  fceptre,  and  Zenobia’s  love. 

The  world  delimited  faw  each  dawnino;  virtue. 

Each  namelefs  grace  to  full  perfection  rifing  1 
Oh  ! he  v/as  all  the  fondefl  maid  could  wifli, 

Ail  truth,  all  honour,  tendernefs  and  love  ! 

Yet  from  his  empire  thrown  ! with  mercilefs  fury 
El  is  father  following,  daughter  raging  round. 

What  could  the  hero  in  that  dire  extreme  ? 

Zelmira. 

■» 

Thofe  firong  impaiTion’d  looks  ! fome  fatal  fecret 
Y’orks  in  her  heart,  and  melts  her  into  tears.  \_Aftde. 

Zenoei-Ac 

Driv’n  to  the  margin  of  Araxes’  food. 

No  means  of  Plight,  aghaP:  he  look’d  around  : 

\\  ild  throbb’d  his  bofom  with  conPiCting  paPlons, 
And  muP:  ± then  ? tears  guPi’d  and  choak’d  his  voice. 
And  mull;  I leave  thee  then  Zenobia  ? muft 
Thy  beauteous  form— he  paus’d,  then  aim’d  a po- 
niard 

At  his  great  heart---biit  oh ! I ruPi’d  upon  him. 
And  with  thefe  ariPiS  clofe-wreathing  round  his  neck. 
With  all  the  vehemence  cf  pray’rs  and  fhrieks, 
Imiplor’d  the  only  boon  he  then  could  grant 
To  perifh  with  him  in  a fond  embrace. 
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The  foe  drew  near;  time  prefs’d,  no  way  was  left ; 
He  clafp’d  me  to  his  heart ; together  both. 

Lock’d  in  the  folds  of  love,  we  plung’d  at  once. 

And  fought  a requiem  in  the  roaring  flood. 

Zelmira. 

This  wondrous  tale,  this  fudden  burft  of  pallion, 
Zenoeia. 

Ha!— whither  has  my  frenzy  led  me  ?— hark  ! 

That  found  of  triumph!  loft,  for  ever  loft  1 
Ruin’d  Armenia  ! oh  ! devoted  race  ! 

A flcuriJJd  of  trumpets. 

Enter  Tigranes,  Soldiers,  andfomeViAontis, 
Zenoeia. 

Thy  looks,  Tigranes,  indicate  thy  purpofe ! 

The  armies  met,  and  Pharafmanes  conquer’d ; 

Is  it  not  fo  ? 


Tigranes. 

As  yet  with  pent  up  fury 

The  foldier  pants  to  let  deftru6Hon  loofe. 

With  eager  fpeed  we  urg’d  our  rapid  march. 

To  where  the  Romans  tented  in  the  vale 
With  cold  delay  protract  the  ling’ring  war. 

At  our  approach  their  fcanty  numbers  form’d 
I'heir  feeble  lines,  the  future  prey  of  vengeance. 


Zenoeia. 

And  wherefore,  when  thy  fword  demands  its  fnare 
Of  havock  in  that  fcene  of  blood  and  horror. 
Wherefore  return’ft  thou  to  this  lonely  cam.p  i? 
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Tigra^es. 

With  cautious  eye  as  I explor’d  the  forefl. 

Which  rifes  thick  near  yonder  ridge  of  mountains. 
And  flretches  o’er  th’  interminable  plain, 

I faw  thefe  captives  in  the  gloomiy  wood 
Seeking  with  filent  march  the  Roman  legions. 
Here  in  this  camp  ’tis  Pharafmanes’  will 
They  wait  their  death  in  irdfery  of  torment. 

Zexobia. 

Unhappy  men  1 and  muft  they— ha!— -that  face, 

'I  hat  aged  mien  ! that  venerable  form  ! 

Immortal  pow’rs !— is  it  my  more  than  father? 

Is  that  Megiftus  ? 


Megistus. 

Ariana  here ! 

Gods  ! could  I ever  hope  to  fee  her  more  ? 

Thou  virtuous  maid  ! thou  darling  of  my  age! 

Zenobia. 

It  is— -it  is  Megiftus  !— once  again 
Thus  let  me  fall  and  clafp  his  rev’rend  knee. 

Print  the  warm  kifs  of  gratitude  and  love 
Upon  his  trembling  hand,  and  pour  the  tears, 

The  mingled  tears  of  wonder  and  of  joy. 

Megistus. 

Rife,  Ariana,  rife;  allmighty  gods  ! 

The  tide  of  joy  and  tranfport  pours  too  fall 
Along  thefe  wither’d  veins : it  is  too  much 
For  a poor  weak  old  man,  worn  out  with  grief 
And  palfied  age,  it  is  too  much  to  bear! 

Oh  ! Ariana,  daughter  of  affli^lion, 

Flave  I then  found  thee?  do  I thus  behold  thee  ! 

K ow  I can  die  content ! 
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Zenobia. 

Thou  beft  of  men  ! 

Thefejoys  our  tears  and  looks  can  only  fpeak» 
Megistus. 

Yet  they  are  cruel  joys  : myfterious  Heav’n  ! 

You  bid  the  ftorm  o’ercaft  our  darkfome  ways ; 

You  gild  the  cloud  with  gleams  of  cheering  light ; 
Then  comes  a breath  from  you,  and  all  is  vanilh’d! 

Zenobia. 

Wherefore  dejedled  thus  ? 

Megistus* 

Alas ! to  meet  thee 

But  for  a moment,  and  then  part  for  ever  ! 

To  add  to  thy  afflidions,  wound  that  bofom 
Where  mild  affection,  where  each  virtue  dwells. 
Juft  to  behold  thee,  and  then  clofe  my  eyes 
In  endlefs  night,  while  you  furvey  my  pangs 
In  the  approaching  agony  of  torment. 

Zenoeia, 

Talk  not  of  agony;  ftis  rapture  all! 

And  who  has  pow’r  to  tear  thee  from  my  heart  ? 

Megistus. 

Alas  1 the  charge  of  vile  imputed  guilt— 

Zenobia. 

I know  thy  truth,  thy  pure  exalted  mind. 

Thy  fenfe  of  noble  deeds— imputed  guilt  1 
Oh  1 none  will  dare— -haft  thou  Tigranes? — what, 

VoL.  I,  R What 
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What  Is  his  crime  P—bliifh,  foul  tradiicer,  bJufh ! 

Oh  I ( to  Megiftus ) the  wide  world  muft  own  thy  evhy 
virtue. 


Tigranes. 

If  in  the  confcious  forefl:  I beheld 
Their  dark  complottings— 

Zexobia. 

Peace,  vile  Hand’rer,  peace  ! 

Thou  know’ft  who  captivates  a monarch’s  heart. 
’Tis  I protect  himj  Ariana  does  it ! 

Thou,  venerable  man  ! in  my  pavillion 

I’ll  lodge  thee  fafe  from  danger.  Oh  ! this  joy. 

This  bell  fupreme  delight  the  gods  have  fent. 

In  pity  for  whole  years  ot  countlefs  woe. 

[Exit  with  Megiflus. 

Zelmira,  Tigranes. 

Tigranes. 

With  what  wild  fury  her  confli6i:ing  palTions 
Rife  to  a ftorm,  a tempefl  of  the  foul ! 

I know  the  latent  caufe:  her  heart  revolts. 

And  leagues  in  fecret  with  the  Roman  arms. 

Zelmira. 

Beware  Tigranes;  that  excefs  of  joy, 

Thofe  quick,  thofe  varied  pafTions  Ilrongly  fpeak 
The  ftranger  has  an  int’reil  in  her  heart. 

Befides,  thou  know’ll  o’er  Pharafmanes’  will 
She  holds  fupreme  dominion. 

Tigranes. 

True,  fhe  rules  him 
With  boundlefs  fwav. 


Zel 


A TRAGEDY,  123 


Zelmira, 

Nay,  more  to  wake  thy  fears, 

The  youthful  prince,  the  valiant  Teribazus 
In  fecret  fighs,  and  feels  the  ray  of  beauty 
Through  ev’ry  fenfe  foft-thrilling  to  his  heart. 

He  too  becomes  thy  foe. 

Tigranes. 

Unguarded  man ! 

Whatever  he  loves  or  hates,  with  genVous  warmth, 
As  nature  prompts,  that  dares  he  to  avow. 

And  lets  each  pafTion  Hand  confefs’d  to  view  5 
Such  too  is  Ariana ; bold  and  open 
She  kindly  gives  inftrudlions  to  her  foe. 

To  marr  her  belt  defigns. 

ZelmirAo 

Her  foe,  Tigranes ! 

That  lovely  form  inflirines  the  gentleft  virtues, 
Softeft  compaflion,  unaffedled  wifdom. 

To  outward  beauty  lending  higher  charms 
Adorning  and  adorn’d  ! the  gen’rous  prince. 

He  too,  full  well  thou  know’ft  him— -he  unites 
In  the  heroic  mould  of  manly  hrmncfs. 

Each  mild  attradlive  art— oh  ! furely  none 
Envy  the  fair  renown  that’s  earn’d  by  virtue. 

Tigranes. 

None  fhould  Zelmira  ! ha  ! thofe  warlike  notes  ! 

Teribazus. 

Teribazus. 

Each  weary  foldier  reft  upon  his  arms. 

And  wait  the  King’s  return.  Zelmira  fay, 
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In  thefe  dark  moments  of  impending  horror. 

How  fares  thy  beauteous  friend  r her  tender  fpirit 
But  ill  fupports  the  fierce  alarms  of  war. 

Enter  Zenosia. 

Zenobia. 

Where  is  he  ? let  me  fly ! oh ! Pharafmanes,— 
Methought  rhofe founds  befpoke  the  King’s  approach^ 
Oh  ! Teribazus,  tell  mie,  have  the  fates-— 

This  horrible  fufpenfe. 

Teribazus. 

I came,  bright  maid,  . 

To  hufh  the  \vild  emotions  of  thy  heart. 

Devouring  daughter  for  a while  fufpends 
His  ruthlefs  rage  ; as  either  hoft;  advanc’d 
In  dread  array,  and  from  the  burnifh’d  arms 
Of  Afia’s  ranks  redoubled  funbeams  play’d. 

Burning  with  bright  diverfities  of  day, 

Cam.e  forth  an  herald  from  the  Roman  camp 
With  proferr’d  terms  : my  father  deign’d  for  once 
To  yield  to  mild  perfuafion : in  his  tent 
Th’  ambalTador  of  Rome  will  foon  attend  him 
To  fheathe  the  fword,  and  give  the  nations  peace. 

Zenobia. 

But  oh  ! no  peace  for  me,  misfortune’s  heir ! 

The  wretched  heir  of  mifery ! but  now 
A more  than  father  found,— yet  cruel  m.en 
Would  tear  him  from  me— gen’rous,gen’rous  prince^ 
Spare  an  old  man,  whofe  head  is  white  v/ith  age. 

Nor  let  ’em  wound  me  with  the  fharpefl  pang 
That  ever  tortur’d  a poor  bleeding  heart. 

Teribazus. 

Arife  my  fairj  let  not  a ftorm  of  grief 


Thus 
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Thus  bend  to  earth  my  Ariana's  beauties  5 
Soon  lhall  they  all  revive— 

Zenobia, 

They  brought  him  fetter’d. 

Bound  like  a murderer  ! — Tigranes, — he. 

This  is  the  author  of  the  horrid  charge : 

He  threatens  inftant  death  : but  oh  ! protecfl. 
Protect  an  innocent,  a good  old  man. 

Or  ftretch  me  with  him  on  the  mournful  bier. 

Teribazus. 

By  Heav’n,  whoe’er  he  is,  fince  dear  to  you. 

He  lhall  not  fuller.  Quick,  dire6l  me  to  himj 
My  guards  lhall  fafe  inclofe  him. 

Zenobia. 

In  my  pavillion 
He  waits  his  doom. 

Teribazus. 

Myfelf  will  bear  the  tidings 
Of  life,  of  joy,  and  liberty  reftor’d. 

And  thou  artificer  of  ill,  thou  faife,  ' 

Thou  vile  defamer ! leave  thy  treach’rous  arts^ 
Nor  dare  accufe  whom  Ariana  loves. 

Zenobia,  Zelmira. 

Zenobia. 

Zelmira,  this  is  happinefs  fupreme  ! 

Oh ! to  have  met  with  unexampl’d  goodnefs 
To  ov/e  my  all,  my  very  life  itfelf. 

To  an  unknown  but  hofpitable  hand. 

And  thus  enabled  by  the  bounteous  gods. 

To  pay  the  vail,  vail  debt  1 ’tis  ecftacy 


That 
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That  fweils  above  all  bounds^  till  the  fond  heart 
Ache  with  delight^  and  thus  run  o’er  in  tears, 

Zelmira. 

What  mufc  Zelmira  think?  at  firft  your  tongue 
Grew  laviih  in  the  praife  of  Rhadamiftus, 

With  hints  obfcure  touching  your  high  defcent  ,* 
And  now  this  hoary  fage-— is  he  your  father  ? 

My  mind  is  iofl  in  wonder  and  in  doubt. 

Zenobia. 

Then  to  difpel  thy  doubts,  and  tell  at  once 
What  deep  referve  has  hid  within  my  heart, 

I am  Zenobia ! I that  ill-ftarr’d  wretch  ! 

The  daughter  of  a fcepter’d  anceftry. 

And  now  the  Have  of  Mithridates’  brother  I 

Zelmira. 

Long  loft  Zenobia,  and  refbor’d  at  length ! 

I am  your  fubjed  i oh  ! my  queen  ! my  fov’reign  ! 

Zenobia.  . 

Thou  gen’rous  friend ! rife,  my  Zelmira,  rife. 

That  good  old  man!-— oh ! it  was  he  beheld  me 
Borne  far  away  from  Rhadamifeus’  arms, 

Juil  perifhing,  jufl:  lofc !— - 
Ble  darn’d  into  the  flood,  redeem’d  me  thence. 
And  brought  me  back  to  life.  My  op’ning  eyes 
Jufb  favv  the  light,  and  clos’d  again  to  fltun  it. 

Each  vital  pow’r  was  funk,  but  he,  well  flciU’d 
In  potent  herbs,  recall’d  my  futt’ring  foul. 

Zelmira. 

May  the  propitious  gods  reward  his  care. 

Ze- 
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Zenobia. 

With  me  he  fav’d  a dear,  a precious  boy. 

Then  in  the  womb  conceal'd  ; he  fav’d  my  child 
To  trace  his  father’s  lov’d  refemblance  to  ine. 

The  dear,  dear  offspring  of  our  bridal  loves. 

Zelmira. 

Oh ! bleffings  on  him,  bleffings  on  his  head ! 
Zenobia. 

Refign’d  and  patient  I fince  dwelt  with  him. 

Far  in  the  mazes  of  a winding  wood, 

Midfl:  hoary  mountains,  and  deep  cavern ’d  rocks. 
But  oh  i the  fond  idea  of  my  lord 
Purfued  me  ftiil,  or  in  the  cavern’d  rock. 

The  mountain’s  brow,  and  pendent  forelVs  gloom. 
The  fun  look’d  joylefs  down ; each  lonely  night 
Heard  my  griefs  ecchoing  thro’  the  woodland  fliade. 
My  infant  Rhadamiflus  !-— he  is  lofl. 

He  too  is  wrefted  from  me !— ’midfl  the  rage 
And  the  wide  wafle  of  war,  the  hell-hound  troops 
Of  Pharafmanes  fought  my  lone  retreat, 

And  from  the  violated  fhades,  from  all 
My  foul  held  dear,  the  barb’rous  ruffians  tore  me. 
And  never  lhall  the  wretched  mother  fee 
Fler  child  again ! 

Zelmira. 

Heav’n  may  reflore  him  flill ; 

May  flill  reflore  your  royal  hufband  too. 

Who  knows  but  fome  protecting  god-— 

Zenobia. 

No  god. 

No  guardian  pow’r  w^as  prefent.  Pie  is  lofl ! 

Oh!  Rhadamiflus !— oh  ! my  honour’d  lord! 


No 
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No  pitying  eye  beheld  thy  decent  form ; 

The  roiling  flood  devour’d  thee  ! thou  hail  found 
A watry  grave,  and  the  lafl:  difmal  accents 
That  trembled  on  thy  tongue,  came  bubbling  up. 
And  murmur’d  lofl:  Zenobia  ! 

Zelmira, 

Yet  be  calm. 

The  gods  may  bring  redrefs  : even  now  they  give 
To  mifery  like  thine,  the  heartfelt  joy 
Of  fhielding  injur’d  virtue. 

Zenobia. 

Yes,  Zelmira, 

That  pure  delight  is  mine,  a ray  from  Heav’n 
That  bids  afflidlion  fmile— All  gracious  pow’rs  ! 
Make  me  your  agent  here  to  fave  Megiftus, 

I’ll  bear  the  load  of  life,  bear  all  its  ills 
Till  you  lhall  bid  this  fad  world-weary  fpirit 
To  peaceful  regions  wing  her  happy  flight. 
And  feek  my  lord  in  the  dark  realms  of  night  i 
Seek  his  dear  fliade  in  ev’ry  penfive  grove. 

And  bear  him  ail  my  conftancy  and  love. 


End  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  the  SECOND. 

Tigranes. 

AFalfe  accufer  deem’d  ! artificer  of  fraud  ! 

Thofe  words  intemp’rate  boy  ; thy  phrenzy  too. 
Deluded  fair  ! fhall  coil  you  dear  atonement. 

[Gra^i^  warlike  mufic. 

A Military  ProceJJion : Enter  P h a R a s m a n e s , ^c. . 
Pharasmanes. 

At  length  the  fame  of  Pharafmanes’  arms 
Hath  aw’d  the  nations  round  : Rome  fhrinks  aglvift 
With  pale  difmay,  recalls  her  trembling  legions. 
And  deprecates  the  war.  Oh  ! what  a fcene 
Of  glorious  havoc  had  yon  field  beheld. 

If  peaceful  counfels  had  not  check’d  my  fury  ! 
Valiant  Tigranes,  thofe  rebellious  fiaves. 

Thy  care  dete(fi:ed,  have  they  fuffer’d  death  ? 

Tigranes. 

Your  pardon.  Sir:  I would  not  utter  aught 
Should  injure  Teribazus. 

Pharasmanes. 

Ha !— proceed. 

And  give  me  all  the  truth. 

Tigranes. 

By  his  command — 

His  tender  nature  deem’d  it  barb’rous  rigour^ 

To  urge  their  fentence. 


VoL,  I. 
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Pharasmanes. 

Vain  afpiring  boy  ! 

Tdl  Teribazus^  \_Enter  Zenobia] 

— te.ll'th'  unthinking  prince, 
Thefe  pradices  of  popular  demeanour, 

Are  treafon  to  his  father  : let  him  know 

Thro*  wide  Armenia  and  Iberia’s  realm 

My  will  is  fate  : the  flaves  lhall  meet  their  doom. 

Zenobia. 

Oh  ! mighty  King,— thus  bending  lowly  down, 
An  humble  fuppliant— 

Pharasmanes. 

Ariana  here  ! 

Thou  beauteous  mourner,  let  no  care  moleft 
Thy  tender  bofom  ; rife  and  bid  thy  charms 
Beam  forth  thy  gentlefl  luftre,  to  adorn 
The  glories  of  my  triumph. 

Zenobia. 

Oh  ! a wretch  like  me 

It  beft  befits  thus  groveling  on  the  earth 

To  bathe  your  feet  with  tears. 


Pharasmanes.  \ 

It  mull  not  be  : \_He  raijes  her. 

By  Heav’n  renown  in  arms  in  vain  attends  me. 

If  the  lov’d  graces  of  thy  matchlefs  form 
Are  thus  deprefs’d  and  languifli  in  affliction. 

Like  flow’rs  that  droop  and  hang  their  pining  heads 
Beneath  the  rigour  of  relentlcfs  Ikies. 

, Zenobia. 

If  thou  would’fl  raife  me  from  tlie  depths  of  woe. 

For- 
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Forgive  thofe  captives,  whom  thy  fatal  anger 
Adjudg’d  to  death,  nor  let  ill-tim’d  refentment 
Fail  on  the  prince  your  fon.  ’Twas  I— my  tears. 
My  piercing  lamentations  won  his  heart 
To  arrefl  their  doom. 

Pharasmanes. 

For  traitors  to  my  crown 
Does  Ariana  plead  ? 


Zenobia. 

For  mild  humanity 

My  fuppliant  voice  is  rais’d  . I point  the  means 
To  add  new  glory  to  your  fame  in  arms. 

In  nought  fo  near  can  men  approach  the  gods 
As  the  dear  a6l  of  giving  life  to  others. 

In  feats  of  war  the  glory  is  divided. 

To  all  imparted,  to  each  common  man. 

And  fortune  too  fliall  vindicate  her  fhare. 

But  of  fweet  mercy,  the  vaft,  vaft  renown 
Is  all  your  own  j nor  officer  nor  foldier 
Can  claim  a part : the  praife,  the  honour’d  praife. 
Adorns  the  vidtor,  nor  is  the  eccho  loft 
’Midft  ffiouts  of  armies,  and  the  trumpet’s  found. 
He  conquers  even  vidtory  itfelf. 

Than  hero  more— a bleffing  to  the  world  ! 

Pharasmanes. 

Ha  ! wherefore  urgent  thus  ?— amidft  the  band 
Is  there  who  claims  thy  foft  folicitude  ? 

Zenobia. 

A hoary  fage— alas  ! a more  than  father. 

The  beft  of  men,  preferver  of  my  being, 

A blamelefs  ffiepherd  ! rude  of  fraud  and  guilt. 
Innoxious  thro’  his  life— oh  ! mighty  King, 

Spare  an  old  man,  a venerable  fire  ! 

S 2 


Nought 
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Nought  has  your  fortune  greater  than  the  pow’r 
To  ferve  humanity  !— -fnew  that  your  heart 
Has  the  fweet  grace,  the  gen’rous  virtue  too  ! 

Pharasmanes. 

My  foul  relents,  and  yields  to  thy  entreaty. 

Thy  violence  of  pray’r  : releafe  him  ftreight ; 

My  brightell  honours  wait  him  ; honours  fit 
For  him  who  gave  thee  birth  ; for  him  whofe  virtue 
Thy  gen’rous  foul  deems  worthy  its  efteem. 

Zenobia. 

Our  humble  flation  feeks  nor  pomp  nor  fplendor: 
We  only  afic,  unenvied  and  obfcure. 

To  live  in  blamelefs  innocence  ; to  feek 
Our  calm  retreat,  embrac’d  in  depth  of  woods, 

And  dwell  with  peace  and  humble  virtue  there. 

Pharasmanes. 

That  cold  difdain,  which  fliuns  admiring  eyes. 
Attracts  the  more,  exalting  ev’ry  charm. 

No  more  of  humble  birth  ; thy  iriatchlefs  beauty. 
Like  gems,  that  in  the  mine  conceal  their  luflre. 
Was  form’d  to  dignify  the  eaflern  throne. 

My  fceptre,  that  ftrikes  terror  to  each  heart. 

Grac’d  by  thy  decent  hand  fnall  make  each  fubjecl 
Adore  thy  fofter  fv/ay  : The  glorious  ^ra. 

Of  Pharafmanes’  love,  his  date  of  empire 
With  Ariana  fnar’d,  henceforth  begins, 

And  leads  the  laughing  hours.  But  firfl  the  florm 
Of  war  and  v/ild  com.motion  mufl  be  hufli’d. 

That  mighty  care  now  calls  me  to  my  thrc*ne. 

To  give  the  PvOman  audience  ; audience  fit 
To  ftrike  a citizen  of  Rome  with  awe, 

Mdien  he  beholds  the  majefiy  of  Kings. 


Enter 
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Enter  Teribazus, 

Teribazus. 

Dread  Sir,  the  Roman  embafTy  approaches. 

From  yonder  rampart,  that  invefts  your  camp, 

I heard  their  horfes  hoofs  with  eager  fpeed 
Beat  the  refounding  foil. 

Pharasmanes. 

Let  ’em  approach. 

And  thou,  whofe  arrogance— but  I forbear 
When  Ariana  pardons,  my  refentment 
Yields  to  her  fmiles,  and  looks  av/ay  its  rage. 

As  when  the  crimes  of  men  Jove’s  wrath  demand, 
And  the  red  thunder  quivers  in  his  hand  ; 

The  queen  of  love  his  vengeance  can  diiarm 
With  the  foft  eloquence  of  every  charm  ; 

Contmul  his  palhons  with  refiftlefs  fv/ay, 

And  the  impending  dorm  fmile  to  ferened  dav. 

[Exit  with  his  train, 

Zenoeia,  Teribazus. 

And  may  I then  once  iriore,  thou  bright  perfection, 
May  Teribazus  once  again  approach  thee, 

While  thus  my  father,  my  ambitious  father. 

At  fight  of  thee  forgets  his  cruel  nature, 

And  wonders  how  he  feels  thy  beauty’s  pow’r 
Oh  ! may  I — but  I’m  too  importunate  ; 

Your  looks  rebuke  me  from  you,  and  I fee 
How  hateful  I am  grov/n. 


ZeTnOBIA. 

Midake  me  not. 

Nor  raihly  thus  arraign  the  looks  of  one, 

^Vhofe  heart  lies  bleeding  here— thy  gen’rous  v/orth 
Is  oft  the  live-long  day  my  fav’rite  theme. 

Bul 
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But  oh  ! for  me,  for  wretched  Ariana, 

The  god  of  love  long  fince  hath  quench’d  his  torch. 
And  ev’iy  fource  of  joy  lies  dead  within  me. 

Teribazus. 

That  cold  averted  look !— but  I am  us’d 
To  bear  your  fcorn  i your  fcorn  that  wounds  the 
deeper, 

Elaik’d  as  it  is  with  pity  and  efteem. 

Yet  love  incurable,  relentlefs  love 
Burns  here  a conflant  flame  ; it  rifes  flill. 

And  will  to  madnefs  kindle,  fhould  I fee 
That  hoard  of  fweets,  that  treafury  of  chariPiS 
Yield  to  another,  to  a barb’rous  rival 
Who  perfecutes  a fon  to  his  undoing. 

Zexobia. 

If  Ariana’s  happinefs  would  wound  thee, 

Thoiflt  ne’er  have  caufe  to  murmur  or  repine. 
Nought  can  divorce  me  from  the  black  defpair 
To  wliich  I’ve  long  been  v/edded.— 


i ERIBAZUS. 

Calm  ciirdain, 

I grant  you,  well  becomes  the  tyrant  fair 
Whom  Pharafmanes  defines  for  his  throne. 

But  oh  ! in  pity  to  this  breaking  heart. 

Give  me,  in  mercy  give  fome  other  rival. 
Whom  I may  Arab,  v/ithout  remorfe  may  flab, 
’Midil  his  delight,  in  all  his  heav’n  of  blifs. 

And  fpurn  him  from  the  Joys,  that  fcorpion-like 
Shoot  anguifli  here,  here  thro’  my  very  foul. 

Zexobia. 

Alas ! too  gen’rous  prince,  the  gods  long  fince 
Between  us  both  fix’d  their  eternal  bar. 


Teri- 
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Teribazus. 

What  fay’ft  thou  Ariana  ?— ha  ! beware, 

Nor  urge  me  to  defbraclion— love  like  mine, 

Fierce,  gen’rous,  wild,  with  dilappointm.ent  wild. 
May  roufe  my  del’p’rate  rage  to  do  a deed 
Will  make  all  nature  fhudder.  Love  defpis'd 
Not  always  can  refpe61:  the  ties  of  nature  1 
Driven  to  extremes  the  tendkefl;  paiTion  fccrn'd 
May  hate  at  length  the  objeci;  it  adores. 

And  ftung  to  madnefs— no  !— inhuman  fair. 

You  ftill  mufl:  be,— in  all  viciffitudes. 

In  all  the  fcenes  misfortune  has  in  ftore. 

You  ftill  muft  be  the  fov’reign  of  my  foul. 

But  for  the  favour’d,  for  the  happy  rival. 

By  heav’n,  whoe’er  he  be,  defpair  and  phrenzy 
May  ftrike  the  blow,  and  dafh  him  from  your  arms 
A facrifice  to  violated  love. 

ZENmBIA. 

Why  thus  diftract  yourfelf  with  vain  fjfpicions  ? 

You  have  no  rival,  whom  your  rage  can  miurder  j 
None  in  the  pow’r  of  fate — oh  ! Teribazus, 

The  wretched  Ariana,  long,  long  fince — 

My  heart  fwells  o’er— I cannot  fpeak— a diitv, 

A rigorous  duty  bitls  me  ne’er  accept 
T'hy  proferr’d  love  ; a duty,  which,  if  known. 

Would  in  eternal  filence  feal  thy  vows, 

Turn  all  thy  rage  to  tears,  and,  oh  ! my  prince  ! 

Bid  thee  refped  calamities  like  mine.  [Ew/. 

Teribazus. 

Yet  Ariana  ftay,  turn,  turn  and  hear  me: 

She’s  gone,  the  cruel,  unrelenting  fair  ! 

And  leaves  me  thus  to  mifery  of  foul.  . 


I.'nter 
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Enter  Zopiron. 

Flnmminiiis,  from  the  Romans  is  arriv’d. 

And  bears  the  olive-branch : the  King  your  father 
Alfembles  all  his  nobles. 

Teribazus. 

Say,  Zopiron, 

Docs  Rome  yield  up  Armenia  ? 

Zopiron. 

Rome  is  Hill 

The  fcourge  of  lawlefs  pow’r : a people’s  rights 
Tlie  confcript  fathers  have  refolv’d  to  Hiield, 

And  to  the  lineal  heir  afiert  the  crown. 

Teribazus. 

May  the  Hern  god  of  battles  aid  their  arms. 

And  fight  with  the  deliverers  of  mankind ! 

Unnatural  father!  thatw'ould  feize  my  fcepter. 

Mine  as  my  brother’s  heir,  and  ravifli  with  it 
Hie  idol  of  my  foul ! but  now  no  more 
His  tyranny  prevails  ; to  empire  rais’d, 

’Twill  be  the  pride  of  my  exulting  heart, 

1 o lay  my  crov/n  at  Ariana’s  feet. 

[Aa/V. 


Zopiron. 

Unhappy  prince  ! Hiould  Pharafmanes  know 
His  ardent  palfion  for  the  captive  maid, 

I dread  th’  event : may  Rome’s  ambaflador, 
Oh  ! may  he  coiPiC  with  concord  in  his  train. 
And  far  avert  the  ills  my  heart  fcrbodes  I 
Luc  lo  ! Fiamminius. 


Enter 
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Enter  Rhadamistus; 

ZOPIRON. 

Welcome  to  thefe  tents 
The  harbinger  of  peace ! 

Rhadamistus; 

Does  your  King  know 
Flamaninius  waits  his  leifure  ? 

ZoPIRON, 

He  prepares 
To  hear  you,  Roman  ! 

Rhadamistus, 

As  I tread  his  camp 

There  is  I know  not  what  of  horror  flidots 
Thro'  all  my  frame,  and  difconcerted  reafon 
Sufpends  her  function.  A black  train  of  crimes^ 
Murders,  and  lull,  and  rapine,  cities  fack’d. 

Nations  laid  wafte  by  the  defbructive  fword, 

A thoufand  ruthlefs  deeds  all  rife  to  view. 

And  Hiake  my  inmoft  foul,  as  I approach 
The  author  of  calamity  and  ruin. 

ZOPIRON. 

Then  from  a Rom.an,  from  a fon  of  freedorn 
Let  the  fell  tyrant  hear  the  voice  of  truth, 

1 he  ftrong  refiftlefs  ilrain,  which  liberty 
Breathes  in  her  Capitol,  till  his  proud  heart 
Shudder  with  inward  horror  at  itfelf. 

Rhadamistus. 

In  Pharafmanes’  camp  that  honeft  ftile ! _ 

VoL.  L T Thy 
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Thy  vifage  bears  the  chara6lers  of  virtue. 

Wilt  thou  impart  thy  name  and  quality  ? 

ZOPIRON. 

In  me  you  fee  Zopiron ! deem  me  not 
A vile  abettor  of  the  tyrant’s  guilt. 

To  me  Armenia  trufts  her  facred  rights ; 

Hither  her  chofen  delegate  fhe  fends  me. 

At  the  tribunal  of  Iberia’s  King, 

To  plead  her  caufe,  an  injur’d  people’s  caufe  I 
Oh  ! never,  never  fhall  my  native  land 
Yield  to  a vile  ufurper. 

Rhadamistus^ 

Rome  has  heard 

Thy  patriot  toil  for  freedom:  Rhadamiftus 
Has  heard  thy  gen’roiis  ardor  in  his  caufe. 

And  pants  to  recompence  thy  truth  and  zeaL 

Zopiron. 

Oh  I name  not  Rhadamiftus ; now  no  more 
The  god-like  youth  ftiall  blefs  Armenia’s  realm. 

The  fates  juft  fliew’d  him  to  the  wond’ring  world. 
And  then  untimely  fnatch’d  him  from  our  fight ! 

Rhadamistus. 

And  didft  thou  know  the  prince  ? 

Zopiron. 

My  lot  fevere 

Denied  that  tranfport  ^ but  the  voice  of  fame 
Endears  his  memory. 

RHADA?aiSTUS. 

A time  may  come 

When  you  may  meet,  and  both  in  friendftiip  burn. 
Still  Rhadamiftus  lives  !-•»-■ 

Zo- 
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ZoPIROxV, 

SaidTt  thou  Flamminius  !— 
Lives  he  ? 


Rhadamistus. 

Still  he  flirvives  ; from  death  and  perd 
Sav’d  by  a miracle  ! and  now  for  him 
Rome  claims  Anmenia. 

ZOPIRON. 

Claims  Armenia  for  him  ! 

For  Rhadamillus  claims  !-— and  will  ye^,  gods  ! 

Still  will  ye  give  him  to  a nation’s  pray’rs  ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Alas  ! he  lives heart-broken,  defolate, 

In  borrow  plung’d,  abandon’d  to  defpair ! 

ZoPIRON. 

The  righteous  gods  will  vindicate  his  caufe, 

Flis  lov’d  Zenobia,  Mithridates’  daughter. 

That  ev’ry  excellence,  does  fhe  too  live  ? 

Flave  the  indulgent  pow’rs  watch’d  o’er  her  fate. 
And  fav’d  her  for  her  people 

Rhadamistus. 

There,  Zopiron, 

d'here  lies  the  wound  that  pierces  to  his  foul, 

The  fharpefc  pang,  that  rends,  that  cleaves  his  heart. 
Oh  ! never  more  hiall  lovely  loll  Zenobia, 

That  angel  form,  that  pattern  of  all  goodnefs. 

No,  never  more— fne’s  gone,  for  ever  gone  1 
Thou  would’fc  not  think— her  barb’rous,  cruel  huf- 
band— 

With  his  own  hand— the  recolledlcd  tale 

T ? 
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Of  horror  fhakcs  my  frame  to  diffolution  ! 

Oh !— -loft  Zenobia— oh  !—  \_F(ilh  into  a fivoon^ 

ZOPIRON. 

He  faints  •,  he  falls  ! 

Can  Roman  ftoicifm  thus  diftblve 
In  tender  pity  ? rife,  Flamminius,  rife  ; 

He  ftirs  ; he  breathes  ; and  life  begins  to  wander 
O’er  his  pale  trembling  cheek.  Refume  thy  ftrength^ 
And  like  a P.oman  triumph  o’er  your  tears. 

Rhadamistus. 

I’ll  not  be  forc’d  back  to  a wretched  world. 

No  let  me,— let  me  die. 

ZoPIRON. 

I-Iis  eyes  rejecft 

The  cheerful  light— what  can  this  anguiih  mean  \ 
Rhadamistus. 

You  do  but  wafte  your  pains  j it  is  in  vain ! 

Away  and  leave  a murd’rer  to  his  woes. 

ZoPIRON. 

Why  thus  accufe  thyfelf  ? I’ll  not  believe  it. 

Tiius  let  me  raife  thee  from  the  earth  • 

Rhadamistus. 

AhsJ.  _ ( rifmg) — ^ 

Defpair  weighs  heavy  on  m.e. 


ZoPIRON. 

Still  I muft 

Controul  this  fudden  phrcnzy. 


Rha- 
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Rhadamistus, 

Oh !— Zopiron, 

Here^— here  it  lies. 


Zopiron. 

Unbiirthen  all,  and  eafe 

Yonr  loaded  heart— it  cannot  be^  thou  never  v/cit 
A nuirdh'er !— 

Rhadamistus. 

Yes  !— -the  horror  of  the  world  ! 

A murd’rous  wrefch  ! the  fatal  Rhadamiflns  ! 

’Twas  I— thefe  felon  hands !— with  treach’rous  love 
I clafp’d  her  in  this  curs’d  embrace ; I bore  her 
In  thefe  detelled  arms,  and  gave  that  beauty. 

That  tender  form  to  the  devouring  waves. 

Plunge  me,  ye  furies,  in  your  lakes  of  hre ; 

Plere  fix,— fix  all  your  vultures  in  my  heart ! 

And  lo ! they  rufli  upon  me  (ft arts  up ) fee ! fee  there ! 
With  racks  and  v/heels  they  come;— they  tear  me 
piece-meal — 

^Tis  juft  Zenobia  !— -I  defcrve  it  all— 

\_Falls  upon  Zopiron. 

Zopiron. 

Aftift  liim  guardian  pov/rs  ! your  own  high  will 
Guides  thefe  eycnts  ! revive,  my  prince,  revive  I 

RhADAIvIISTUS.^ 

Why  thus  recall  me  to  defpair  and  horror  ? 

To  bid  m.e  hate  the  light,  deteft  myfelf. 

Traitor  to  nature,  traitor  to  my  love  ! 

And  yet,  Zopiron,— yet  I am  not  plung’d 
So  far  in  guilt,  but  thou  may’ft  pity  me ! 

Heav’n,  I atteft,  yes  you  can  witnefs  gods ! 


I meant 
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I meant  to  periili  with  her ; but  the  fates 
Denied  that  comfort ; from  her  circling  arms 
The  torrent  bore  me  far : expiring,  fcnfeiefs, 
Gafping  in  death,  the  overflowing  tide 
Impetuous  drove  me  on  th'  unwiflfd  for  fliore. 
There  foon  deferted  Ip-/  the  merciiefs  fiream 
A band  of  Romans,  as  from  Syria’s  Aontier 
They  rang’d  the  country  round,  defcrled  me  fliretch’d 
Pale  and  inanimate ; with  barb’rous  pity 
They  lent  their  aid,  and  chain’d  me  to  the  rack 
Of  inaufpicious  life  ! 

ZOPIRON. 

For  wond’rous  ends 

Myfterious  Providence  has  fbill  referv’d  you^ 

To  circulate  the  happinefs  of  millions, 

A patriot  prince  ! 


Rhadamistus. 

W ould  they  had  let  me  uerifli ! 

What  has  a v/retch  like  me  to  do  in  life. 

When  my  Zenobia’s  lofl:  ? ’tis  true,  my  friend. 
She  begg’d  to  die ; but  that  pathetic  look, 

Her  tears,  embraces,  and  thofe  fcreaming  eyes 
Still  beauteous  in  diitrefs  ! each  winning  grace. 
Her  ev’ry  charm  fliould  have  forbid  the  deed. 
And  pleaded  for  her  life  ! 


ZOPIRON. 

And  yet,  my  prince. 

When  felf-acquitting  confcience--- : 

Rhadamistus. 

Self-condemn’d 

My  foul  is  rack’d,  is  tortur’d  ! not  her  child. 

Pier  unborn  infant,  the  firft  fruit  of  love. 

Not  ev’n  her-  babe  could  v/ith  the  voice  of  nature 

Pleayi 
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Plead  for  itfelf,  or  for  its  wretched  mother. 

They  perilh’d  both,  fiie  and  her  little  one. 

And  I furvive  to  tell  it. 

ZOPIRON. 

Let  not  grief 

Overwhelm  your  reafon  thus.  What,  when  your  father^ 
Your  cruel  father,  reeking  from  the  blood 
Of  Mithridates— 

Rhadamistus* 

Nought  but  death  was  left. 

Yet  ev'n  that  lafl,  fad  refuge  was  debarred  me  1 
E’er  fince  I’ve  liv’d  in  mifery ; my  days 
Were  colour’d  all  with  anguifli  and  defpair ! 

Long  from  the  Romans  I conceal’d  my  name* 

At  length  reveal’d  me  to  a chofen  friend  ;• 

Journey’d  with  him  to  Rome ; and  in  full  fenate 
Told  ail  the  difmal  ftory  of  my  woes. 

The  confeript  fathers  heard,  and  dropt  a tear : 

Then  to  quick  vengeance  fir’d,  difpatch’d  their  le- 
gions 

To  w^age  the  war ; Paulinus  leads  them  on. 

And  now  to  me  commits  this  embafiy. 

With  fully  delegated  pow’rs  from  Rome. 

ZOPIRON. 

With  one  united  voice  Armenia  calls 
For  Mithridates’  heir !— convinc’d  by  rumour  , 
That  thou  ar’t  loll,  the  gen’ral  cry  demands 
Your  brother  Teribazus. 

Rhaoamistus. 

He,  Zopiron, 

Is  to  tliefe  eyes  a Ilranger* 


Zo- 
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ZoPIROX. 

Haplefs  prince ! 

A cloud  of  woes  lies  brooding  o’er  his  heads 
A fair,  a lovely  captive  rules  his  heart; 

• Her  name  is  Ariana ; and  indeed 

No  wonder  fhe  attradts  his  foft  regard. 

And  kindles  all  the  vehemence  of  love. 

The  tyrant  eyes  her  too  with  fierce  defire^ 
And  ruin  nods  o’er  Teribazus’  head, 

Rhadamistus. 

By  Heav’n  it  fliall  not  be— alas  ! I know 
The  pang  of  lofing  whom  the  heart  adores. 
I’ll  yield  him  up  Armenia  : what  are  crowns 
But  toys  of  vain  ambition,  when  the  lov’d^ 
The  dear  partaker  of  my  throne  is  lofl  ? 

Enter  Tigranes^ 

ZOPIRON. 

V/hat  would  Tigranes  ? 

Tigranes* 

Pharafmanes  calls 
Flammdnius  to  his  prefence. 

Rhadamistus^ 

I attend  him  ,* 

So  tell  your  King. 


i igranes. 

Inflant  he  waits  thee  Roman. 


Rhadamistus. 

How  my  heart  trem.bles  at  the  avTul  meeting ! 

• r-T 
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ZOPIRON. 

Then  fummon  all  your  ftrength  : the  lapfe  of  time 
From  early  youth,  when  Pharafmanes  faw  you, 
Affli6lion’s  inward  ftroke,  that  Roman  garb, 

All  will  proted,  and  cloak  you  from  detedion ! 

RptADAMlSTUS. 

Zopiron  yes  ; ih  this  important  crifis. 

When  violated  laws,  and  injur’d  men, 

When  my  own  wrongs  are  lab’ring  in  my  heart, 
The  great  occafion  calls  for  firmed:  vigour; 

Yes,  in  this  interview  I will  maintain 
A Roman’s  part ; in  Pharafmanes’  foul 
I’ll  wake  the  furies  of  detefted  guilt. 

And  pour  the  rapid  energy  of  truth 
Till  ev’n  to  himfelf  his  crimes  are  known> 

And  the  ufurper  tremble  on  his  throne. 


Bid  of  the  SECOND  Acf; 
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ACT  the  T H I R D- 


pHARASMANESi  OH  his  ^hronci  Tigranes,  Zop’iron% 
Officers, 

Pharasmanes. 

WHERE  is  this  bold  republican  from  Rome  ? 

This  enemy  of  Kings  ? Tigranes,  thou 
Bid  the  plebeian  enter.  Pharafmanes 
Vouchfafes  him  audience. 

E72te'r  Flamminius. 

Pharasmanes* 

Now,  Flamminius,  fay 
What  motive  brings  you  to  Araxes’  banks, 

To  wage  this  How,  this  philofophic  war  ? 

Rhadamistus. 

By  me,  unworthy  of  th'  important  charge. 

By  me,  unequal  to  the  arduous  theme. 

The  confcript  fathers  here  explain  their  condud. 
And  juilify  the  v/ays  of  Rome  to  Kings. 

Pharasmanes. 

P.oman,  thou  may’ll  declaim  with  all  thy  pomp 
Of  gaudy  eloquence. 

Rhadamistus. 

No  pow’r  of  words. 

No  graceful  periods  of  harmonious  fpeech 
Dwell  on  my  lip : the  only  art  I boaft 


Js 
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h hondl  truth,  unpolilh'd,  unadorn'd ! 

Truth  that  muft  ftrike  conviction  to  your  heart. 
Truth  that  informs  you,  to  ufurp  a crown, 

Imr  dire  ambition  to  unpeople  realms, 

Are  violations  of  each  facred  law, 

That  bid  the  Roman  eagle  wing'd  with  vengeance 
To  the  Araxes’  margin  bend  her  flight. 

To  tell  deftruCtion  it  fhall  rage  no  more^ 

Pharasmanes, 

And  dares  Paulinus'  foldier,  dar’fl  thou,  Roip.ap, 
Thus  offer  vile  indignity,  and  mouthe 
The  language  of  your  forum  to  a King  ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Rome  knows,  and  owns  you  as  Iberia’s  King, 

But  not  Anpenia’s. 

Pharasmanes. 

Ha 


Rhadamistus, 

Th’  afTembled  fenate 

Acknowledges  your  vaft  renown  in  arms, 

And  honours  the  unfhaken  fortitude 
Ev'n  of  a foe.  But,  Sir,  the  fortitude, 

Whofe  brutal  rage  lays  nations  defolate, 

It  is  the  glory  of  imperial  Rome 
To  humble  and  fubdue;  to  fix  the  bounds 
Of  the  fell  tyrant’s  pow'r;  to  trace  the  circle 
From  v/hich  he  mull  not  move  ; thefe  are  the  arts,. 
The  bright  prerogative  of  Rome  j of  Rome, 

The  rniftrefs  of  the  world,  whofe  conqu’ring  banners 
O’er  Afia’s  realms  fo  oft  have  wav’d  in  triumph. 
And  made  ev’n  Kings  her  fubjeCls, 
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Pharasmanes,  . 

Ha  ! thou  boafter ! 

P».HADAMISTUS. 

Made  Oriental  Kings,  fhort  by  the  knee 
Accept  their  crown,  with  tears  of  joy  accept 
And  be  the  Viceroys  of  a Roman  fenate. 

Pharasmanes, 

And  this  to  Pharafmanes  ? has  not  yet 
A train  of  conquefts  taught  you  to  revere 
This  good  right  arm  in  war  P This  arm  the  Parthians 
Have  felt  with  fatal  overthrow.  No  fpoil. 

No  trophies  won  from  me  haye  grac’d  their  triumphs^ 
No  friends  of  mine  were  harnefs’d  to  their  chariots  j 
No  captive  chief,  like’ your  own  mangled  CrafTus, 
There  roams  a fullen  ghofb^  and  calls  for  vengeance^ 
For  vengeance  ftill  unpaid,  and  calls  in  vain 
For  the  fad  funeral  rites.  Would  Romx  prefume 
To  wrefl  Armenia  from  me  ? Lo ! m.y  banners 
From  frofcy  Caucafus  to  Phafis’  banks 
Wave  high  in  air,  and  fhadow  all  the  land. 

Call  your  embattled  legions : or  does  Rome, 

All  conqu’ring  Romie,  that  mifbrefs  of  the  world^ 
Does  Ihe  at  length  by  her  ambaffadors 
Negotiate  thus  the  warP 

Rhadamistus^ 

Rqmie,  Sir,  commands 

The  fubjed  v/orld,  for  fhe  adores  the  gods  5 

And  their  all7pow’rful  aid-— 

Pharasmanes, 

Would’fl:  thou  difpute 

My  lawful  claim  ? Arm  thee  with  fword  and  fii  e_. 
Not  with  vain  fubtleties^  and  idle  maxims. 

Armenians 


A TRAGEDY. 


549 


Armenia’s  crown  is  mine,  deriv’d  to  me^ 

Heir  to  a brother,  - and  a fon  deceas’d. 

Rhadamistus. 

And  can  a rnurd’rer,  can  the  midnight  rnfliaii 
Prove  himfelf  heir,  by  the  afiaffin’s  dab  ? 

pHAI^ASMANE,S. 

Thou  bafe  reviler ! 

\Co7ne^  fo'rward  and  draws  his  Jahr£^ 

TlGItANESv 

Moderate  your  furyj  [Hclding  him. 

It  were  unjud— - 

ZoPIRON, 

The  chara^ler  he  bears^ 

The  laws  of  nations—^ 

Pharasmanes. 

Thou  bafe  infolent ! 

Who  dar’ft  to  wound  the  ear  of  facred  Kings 
With  a black  crime,  that’s  horrible  to  nature'! 

Rhadamistus. 

Yes  horrible  to  nature  ! yet  the  world 
Has  heard  it  all : thou  art  the  man  of  blood  1 
A brother’s  blood  yet  fmokes  upon  thy  hand. 

Not  his  white  age,  his  venerable  looks. 

Not  ev’n  his  godlike  virtues  could  withhold  thee! 
Gafh’d  o’er  with  wounds  he  falls ; he  bleeds,  hediesj^ 
Without  a groan  he  dies  !-T^that  is  thy  v/ork, 

Thige,  murci’rer,  thine ! 


Pha- 
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Pharasmanes. 

No  more— the  hand  of  Heav’n 

Shook  from  the  blafted  tree  the  wither’d  fruit— * 

Rhadamistus. 

Forbear  the  impious  ftrain  : it  is  the  flile 
Ambition  fpeaks,  when  for  a crown  it  ftabs. 

Then  dares,  with  execrable  mock’ry  dares. 

Traduce  the  governing  all-righteous  mind. 

Pharasmanes. 

Fie  harrows  up  my  foul  1 and  do’il  thou  think 
A madm.an’s  ravings— 

Rhadamistus. 

Since  that  hour  accurfb 

Haft  thou  not  plung’d  thee  deeper  frill  in  guile  ? 
Your  fon— your  biamelefs  fon— 

Pharasmanes. 

FI  is  crimes  provok’d 

A father’s  wrath  his  and  Zenobia’s  crimes  ! 
Rhadamistus. 

She  too— -untimely  lofr — unbidden  tears 
Forbear. to  frream,  nor  quite  unman  me  thus, 

Pharasmanes. 

In  tears  !— By  Heav’n,  thou  woman-hearted  llave^ 
Thofe  coward  fymptoms  have  Ibme  latent  fpring 
That  lies  conceal’d  within  that  treach’rous  heart. 

Rhadamistus. 

They  are  the  tears  humanity  lets  fall 


When 
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When  foft  ey’d  beauty  dies  untimely  (lain. 

But  to  avenge  her  death,  array’d  in  terror 
The  Roman  legions— 

Pharasmanes. 

Lead  ’em  to  the  charge. 

Thou  quit  my  camp  : if  when  yon  fun  defcends 
Thou  linger’d:  here,  the  title  of  ambalfador 
Shall  nought  avail  to  fave  thee  from  my  fjry. 

Rhadamistus. 

E’er  that  refign  Armenia : till  the  clofe 
Of  day,  I give  thee  leifure  to  revolve 
The  vengeance  Rome  prepares.  Thou  know’ll- 
With  what  a pond’rous  arm  her  hardy  fons 
Lift  the  avenging  fpear.  Be  timely  wife, 

.Nor  dare  provoke  your  fate. 

Pharasmanes. 

Roman  farewell ! 

Do  thou,  Tigranes,  ilTue  forth  my  orders 
From  tent  to  tent,  that  each  man  Hand  prepar’d 
For  the  dead  midnight  hour.  With  filent  march 
Then  will  I pour  with  ruinous  aiTault 
Upon  th’  aftonifh’d  foe,  my  horfes  hoofs 
imbrue  in  blood,  and  give  to-morrow’s  fun 
A fpedtacle  of  horror  and  deftru6lion. 

[He  afcends  his  throne^  and  the  hack  Jcene  chjes< 

Enter  Zenobia  and  Megistus. 

Zenobia. 

Oh ! tell  me  all  Megiftus ; let  me  hear 

All  that  concerns  my  child,  my  blooming  boy. 

My  little  Rhadamiftus— -is  he  fafe  ? 
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Give  me  the  truth ; do  not  deceive  a moth^f  . 

Who  doats  upon  her  babe-— is  my  child  fafe  ? 

Megistus. 

Nay  dry  thofe  tears,*  I cannot  bear  to  fee  thee 
Ahli6led  thus  ; your  infant  hero’s  fafe  ; 

You  may  believe  your  faithful  old  Megiftus» 

Zenobia, 

I do  believe  thee— but  excufe  my  weaknefs— 

My  flutt’ring  fears  for  ever  paint  him  to  me 
By  ruffians  feiz’d,  and  as  he  fees  the  knife 
Aim’d  at  his  little  throat,  in  vain  imploring* 

For  me  by  name,  and  begging  my  affiiftance> 

While  far,  far  off  his  miferable  mother 
No  aid  can  give,  nor  fnatch  hiiti  to  her  liearf; 

MtGISTU§. 

I never  yet  deceiv’d  you  : by  yon  Heav’n 
Your  boy  ftill  lives.  When  I regain’d  my  cottage 
After  the  toils  of  many  a weary  day, 

I found  him  there ; but  griev’d  and  wond’ring  mlJch 
Where  his  dear  mother  v/asi 

ZENOfelA.' 

Megiftus  tell  me. 

Oh  ! tell  me  each  particular ; his  looksy 
All  his  apt  queftions,  his  enchanting  words ; 

For  I could  hear  of  him  for  ever— lovely  youth  ! 
His  father’s  image  blooming  in  his  boy ! 

Thro’  fev’n  revolving  years  my  only  comfort ! 

When  from  my  eyes  the  fudden  fofrowis  guffi’d. 

How  would  he  look,  and  afk  his  wretched  mother 
What  meant  thofe  hilling  tears  ?— Alas ! ev’n  now 
I fee  him  here  before  me— did  my  child 
Think  his  poor  mother  loll  i 
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Megistus. 

At  nrft  he  feem-d 

To  pine  in  thought  at  your  long  weary  abfence, 

And  many  a look  he  cafl:,  that  plainly  fpoke 
His  little  bofom  heav’d  with  various  paffions. 

Still  would  he  feek  you  in  each  well  known  haunt. 
Each  bow’r,  each  cavern,  like  the  tender  fawn 
That  thro’  the  woodland  feeks  its  mother  loll. 
Exploring  all  around  with  anxious  eye; 

And  looking  ilill  unutterable  grief. 

Lonely  and  fad,  and  Rung  with  keen  regret, 

ZENOBIAi 

My  dear,  dear  little-one  ! 

Megistus. 

With  foothihg  tales 

I labour’d  to  beguile  him  from  his  forrow ; 

I promis’d  your  return ; a gentle  fmile 
Brighten’d  his  anxious  look ; he  figh’d  content^ 

And  then  I led  him  to  a fafer  dwelling 
Among  the  iliepherds  of  the  'Syrian  vale, 

Y/ho  all  have  fworn  to  guard  him  as  their  own. 

And  in  apt  feafon  lead  him  to  the  Roimanso 

Zenobia. 

Oh  ! miay  thofe  Iliepherds  know  the  kindefl  influence 
Of  the  indulgent  Heav’ns  ! yet  why  not  flay 
To  guard  him  ? But  i’ll  riot  complain  : on  me 
Your  cares  were  fix’d— oh  ! tell  ine  hov/  the  gods 
Watch’d  ov’r  all  thy  ways,  and  brought  thee  to  me? 
\\'here  haft  thoii  liv’d  thefe  many,-  iriany  days  ? 

Megistus, 

In  bitternefs  of  foul  I’ve  liv’d,  thy  fate 
Thy  tender  form  deep  imag’d  in  my  breafl ! 

VoL.  lo'  X I rang'4 
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1 rang’d  the  banks  v/here  the  Araxes  flows, 

But  bring,  alas  ! no  tidings  of  your  lord. 
Heart-broken,  wearied  out,  I meafur’d  back 
My  feeble  flieps  j but  thou  wer’t  ravifh’d  thence ; 

For  thee  I travers’d  hills  and  foreflis  drear; 

Thee  I invok’d,  that  ev’ry  cavern’d  rock. 

Each  vale,  each  mountain  eccho’d  with  thy  name. 

Zenobia. 

And  here  at  length  you  find  mCy  here  encompafs’d 
With  all  the  worfl:  of  ills : hence  let  us  fly 
To  the  blefs’d  Syrian  valley,  where  my  child 
Wins  with  his  early  manhood  ev’ry  heart, 

And  calls  for  me,  and  chides  this  long  delay* 

Megistus. 

V ain  the  attempt : one  only  way  is  left. 

Reveal  thee  to  th’  ambalTador  of  Rome. 

Safe  in  his  train  thou  may’ft  efcape  this  place. 

And  gain  Paulinus’  camp.  Zenobia  known 
Will  meet  protection  there. 

Zenobia. 

The  gods  infpire 

The  happy  counfel— ha !— Tigranes  comes  ! 

Retire  Megiflus,  (he  goes  out ) a gay  dawn  of  hope 
Beams  forth  at  length,  and  lights  up  day  within  me< 

Zenobia,  Tigranes* 

Tigranes. 

Hall  princefs,  deftin’d  to  imperial  fway, 

To  grace  with  beauty  Pharafmanes’  throne  ! 

By  me  the  impatient  King  requefts  you’ll  fix 
The  happy  nuptial  hour* 
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Zenobia, 

Thou  might’ft  as  well 

Command  me  wed  the  forked  lightning's  blaze 
That  gilds  the  ftorm,  and  be  in  love  with  horror. 

Tigranes. 

Take  heed,  rafli  fair!  an  eaflern  monarch's  love^ 
Ardent  as  his,  muft  not  be  made  the  fport 
Of  tyrant  beauty  : when  a rival  dares 
Oppofe  his  fov'reign’s  wiHi— ? 

Zenobia. 

Does  Pharafmanes, 

Say,— does  your  King  permit  his  fpies  of  ftate. 
That  curfe  of  human  kind,  to  breathe  their  whilper$ 
In  his  deluded  ear  ? 

Tigranes. 

Full  well  his  knowm 

That  Teribazus  bids  you  thus  revolt, 

And  drav/s  your  heart’s  allegiance  from  your  King, ' 

Zenobia. 

Thou  vile  accufer  ! if  the  prince's  virtues 
Have  touch’d  my  bofom,  what  haft  thou  to  urge  ? 
What  if  a former  Hymeneal  vow 
Has  bound  my  foul  ? what  if  a father.  Sir, 

A father  dear  as  my  heart’s  purple  drops, 

Enjoin  a rigid  duty  ne’pr  to  fhare 

The  throne  of  Mithridates  with  a murderer? 

Tigranes, 

Madam,  thofe  words— 

X ^ 


156  Z E N O B I A, 


Zenoeia. 

Thou  inftrument  of  ill ! 

Who  fbill  ar’t  ready  with  a tale  fuborn’d, 

And  if  thou  ar’t  not  perjur’d,  dar’ft  betray ; 

Away  y and  let  thy  confcience  tell  the  refb. 

Tigranes,  alone. 

^^aln  haughty  fair  1— thou  haft  provok’d  rny  rage 
Ey  wrongs  unnumber’d : but  for  all  thofe  wrongs 
Soon  fhall  inevitable  ruin  feize  thee. 

Enter.  Rhadamistus. 

Rhadamistus. 

Perhaps  ere  this  your  King’s  tumultuous  paftions 
Sink  to  a calm,  and  reafon  takes  her  turn. 

Then  feek  him.  Sir,  and  bear  a Roman’s  meftage^ 
The  terms  of  peace  humanity  fuggefts. 

Tell  him  Fl&m.minius  wifhes  to  prevent 

Tlie  rage  of  daughter,  and  the  ftreams  of  blood 

Which  elfe  ftiall  deluge  yonder  crimfon  plains, 

Tigranes. 

Already,  Roman,  his  refolve  is  fix’d. 

War,  horrid  v/ar  impends. 

Rhadamistus. 

And  yet  in  pity 

To  human  kind,  to  the  unhappy  millions 
Who  foon  ftiall  die,  and  with  their  matter’d  bones 
Whiten  the  plains  of  Afia,  it  were  beft 
To  fheathe  the  fword,  and  join  in  Rome’s  alliance. 
Wilt  thou  conyey  m.y  meftage  ? 

Tigranes^ 
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Tigranes, 

I obey, 

RhadamistuSj  alone. 

May  Tome  propitious  pov/’r  infpire  his  hearty 
And  touch  the  fprings  of  human  kindnefs  in  him^ 
Elfe  againft  whom  amidft  the  charging  hofts 
Muft  Rhadarniftus’  fword  be  leveli’d  ? — Ha  !-- < 
Spite  of  his  crimes  he  is  my  father  fbill. 

And  mufl  this  arm  againft  the  fource  of  life^ 

Nay  more^— perhaps  againft  a brother  too, 

A brother  ftiil  unknown  !— he  too  may  die 
By  this  unconfcious  hand!— this  hand  already 
Inur’d  to  murder  whom  my  heart  adores  1 
My  brother  then  may  bleed ! and  when  in  death 
Gafping  he  lies,  and  pours  his  vital  ftream. 

Then  in  that  moment  lliail  the  gen’rous  youth 
Extend  his  anris,  and  with  a piteous  look 
Tell  me,  a brother  doth  forgive  his  murderer  ? 

Gods  ! you  have  doom’d  me  to  the  blackeft  woe. 
To  be  a wretch  abhorr’d,  author  of  crimes 
From  which  my  tortur’d  breaft  revolts  wdth  horror! 
Who’s  there  ?— a youth  comes  forward— now  be  hrm^ 
|3e  firm  my  heart,  and  guard  thy  fatal  fecret! 

Enter  Teribazus, 

Teribazus. 

Illuftrious  Roman,  if  misfortune’s  fon 
A wretched,  ruin’d,  miferable  priacq 
May  claim  attention— 

Rhadamistus, 

Ka !— can  this  be  he  ! 

The  graces  of  his  youth,  each  feekng  here. 

Here  at  my  heartftrings  tell  me  ’tL  <..y  brother  ! 

■ ■ • . 

Terx- 
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Teribazus. 

I fee  you're  mov’d,  and  I intrude  too  far. 

Rhadamistus. 

Purfiie  your  purpofe  : warmed:  friendiliip  for  you 
Glows  in  this  bread:. 

Teribazus. 

Tho’  Pharafmanes’  fury 

Maintains  a fix’d  hoftility  with  Rome, 

Blend  not  the  fon  with  all  a father’s  crimes* 

Rhadamistus. 

Go  on— I pant  to  hear— 

Teribazus. 

My  father’s  cruelty 

Each  day  breaks  out  in  fome  new  a6l  of  horror, 
Nor  lets  the  fword  grow  cool  from  human  blood. 
Firfl  in  his  brother’s  bread:  he  plung’d  it ; then 
inflam’d  to  fiercer  rage  ’gainfl  his  own  fon, 

Oh  ! Rhadarniflus  ! thou  much  injur’d  prince  ! 

Rhadamistus. 

And  didfl  thou  love  that  brother  ? 

Teribazus. 

Gen’rous  Roman, 

Tie  liv’d  far  hence  remote,  I ne’er  beheld  him. 

But  the  wide  world  refounded  with  his  fame. 

Rhadamistus. 

Hold,  hold  my  tears !— oh ! they  will  burd:  their  way 
At  this  his  virtuous  tendernefs  and  love  ! \_Jfide, 

Te- 
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Teribazus. 

And  doll  thou  weep  too  Roman  ? 

Rhadamistus. 

From  fuch  horror. 

And  fo  much  cruelty  my  nature  fhrlnks. 

Whatever  purpofe  roils  within  thy  bread. 

Boldly  confide  it— fhall  I arm’d  with  vengeance 
Alfault  the  purple  tyrant  in  his  camp  ? 

Or  wilt  thou  join  my  deps;— then  in  the  front 
Of  a brave  vet’ran  legion  head  the  war. 

Seek  the  ufurper  ’midd  his  plumed  troops, 

And  thus  avenge  mankind  ? 

Teribazus. 

No  ; far  from  me. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  meditating  aught 
Againd  the  life  from  whence  my  being  fprung^ 

Let  him  opprefs  me,— he’s  a parent  dill ! — 

Rhadamistus. 

He  rives  my  heart !— oh ! what  a lot  is  mine ! 
Teribazus. 

Not  for  myfelf  I fear;  but  oh  ! Flamminins, 

A lovely  captive, — ’tis  for  her  I tremble ; 

For  Ariana,— for  that  fweet  perfeclion  ; 

She  is  her  fex’s  boad  ! her  gentle  bofom 
Fraught  with  each  excellence  ! her  form  and  feature 
Touch’d  by  the  hand  of  elegance;  adorn’d 
By  evhy  grace,  and  cad  in  beauty’s  mould  1 
Fler  Pharafmanes  means  to  ravifn  from  me. 

But  thou  convey  her  hence— -’tis  all  I afk. 

Rhadamistus. 

By  Fleav’n  I will— do  thou  too  join  our  flight, 

Armenia 
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Armenia  lliail  be  thine,  and  that  fweet  maid 
Reward  thy  goodnels  with  connubial  love. 
Adorn  thy  throne,  and  m.ake  a nation  blefs’d ! 


TePn-IBazus; 

Make  Ariana  happy ; bear  her  hence 
And  fave  thofe  bright  iinviolated  charms 
From  Pharafmanes'  power— when  wifh’d  for  peace 
Settles  a jarring  world,  Flamminius  then. 

Then  will  I feek  thee.— Wilt  thou  then  refign  her? 

Rhadamistus. 

Yes  then,  as  pure  as  the  unfullied  fnow 
That  never  felt  a funbeam ; then  Til  give  her 
Back  to  thy  faithful  love. 

Teribazus. 

Thou  genhous  Roman, 

In  gratitude  I bow — file's  liere  at  hand  ; 

A moment  brings  her  to  you  : at  due  diflance 
I’ll  v/atch  each  avenue,  each  winding  path. 

That  none  intrude  upon  your  privacy. 


Rhadamistus,  alone. 

At  length  I’ve  feen  my  brother ; know^  how  much 
Fie  differs  from  his  father!  he  fhall  feek 
The  Roman  tents  j I’ll  there  difclofe  myfelf; 

There  will  embrace  him  v/ith  a brother’s  love. 

Oh  ! how  the  tender  tranfport  heaves  and  fv/ells; 

I'iH  thus  the  fond  excefs  duTolve  in  tears  1 

Enter  Megistus,  leading  Zenobia. 

Zenobia. 

Alas ! my  heart  forebodes  I know  not  v/hat— - 

Me^ 
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Megistus. 

53ifpel  each  doubt ; this  is  your  only  refuge. 
ZenobiA. 

Thou  genhous  Roman,— if  diflrefs  like  minej 
If  an  unhappy  captive  may  approach  thee— - 

Rhadamistus. 

To  me  affli(5tion’s  voice— ye  powhs  of  Heav’n! 
That  air !— thofe  features ! that  remember’d  glance ! 

Zenobia. 

If  thus  a wretches  prefence  can  alarm  you— » 
Rhadamistus. 

The  miufic  of  that  voice?— fuch  once  flie  look’d  ! 
And  if  I had  not  plung’d  her  in  the  ftream5 
I could  perfuade  myfeif— - 

Zenobia, 

Thofe  well  known  accents  ! 

Thofe  tender  foft  regards !— nay  imock  rrie  not! 

I could  not  hope  to  fee  thee— tell  me— ar’t  thoii 
That  once  ador’d!  (faints  into  Megiftus’  arms,) 

MegistuS. 

Ah  I fee ; her  firength  forfakes  her ; 

Support  her  Ideav’n  1 ( catches  her  in  his  arms.) 

Rhadamistus. 

Ye  wohder- working  gods  1 

Is  this  illufion  ail  ? or  does  your  goodnefs 

Indeed  reilore  her  ?— if  I do  not  dream^ 

voL.  L y 
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If  this  be  true,— oh  ! let  thofe  angel-eyes 
Open  to  life,  to  love,  and  Rhadamiltus. 

Megistus. 

What  further  miracles  doth  Heav’n  prepare  ? 
Zenobia. 

Forgive  my  weaknefs— the  air-painted  image 
Of  my  lov’d  lord— and  fee  !— again  it’s  prefent  !— 
That  look  that  fpeaks  the  fond  impaffion’d  foul ! 
Yes,  fuch  he  was!— -oh  1 ar’t  thou— tell  me— fay— 
Ar’t  thou  reflor’d  ? and  ar’t  thou  Rhadamifrus  ?— 

Rhadamistus. 

I have  not  murder’d  her  !— benignant  gods  ! 

I am  not  guilty— my  Zenobia  lives ! 

Zenobia^, 

It  is  my  lord— oh ! I can  hold  no  longer. 

But  thus  delighted  fpring  to  his  embrace. 

Thus  wander  o’er  him  with  my  tears  and  kilTes, 
And  thus,  and  thus,— fpeak  my  enraptur’d  foul. 

Rhadamistus. 

She  lives  ! fhe  lives ! what  kind  prote6ling  god. 
Long  loft,  and  long  lamented,  gives  thee  back. 
Gives  me  to  view  thee,  and  to  hear  thy  voice 
With  joy  to  ecftacy,  with  tears  to  rapture? 

Zenobia. 

This  good  old  man— ’twas  he  preferv’d  me  for  you, 

" Megistus. 

Oh  ! day  of  charms  !-— oh  ! unexpefted  hour  ! 

I have  not  liv’d  in  vain— thefe  gufhing  eyes 
Have  feen  their  mutual  tranfports ! 
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Rhadamistus. 

Gen’roiis  friend, 

Come  to  my  heart,— Zenobia’s  fecond  father  !— 
Zenobia. 

Thou  art  indebted  more  than  thou  can’ft  pay  him ; 
Indebted  for  our  infant  babe  preferv’d, 

The  bloiTom  of  our  joys  !— thou  can'd:  not  think 
How  much  he  looks,  and  moves,  and  talks  like  theCp 

Rhadamistus. 

Oh  ! mighty  gods  !— it  is  too  much  of  biifs, 

Too  exquifite  to  bear! — thefe  barbarous  hands 
Had  well  nigh  murder’d  both  my  v/ife  and  child  ! 
Wilt  thou  forgive  me-— oh  ! my  bell  delight, 

Wilt  thou  receive  a traitor  to  your  arms  P 
Wilt  thou  Zenobia  ? 


Zenobia, 

Will  I,  gracious  Heav’n  ? 

Thou  fource  of  all  my  comfort ! 

Megistus, 

Ha  ! bev/are. 

Beware  my  prince  !— but  now  with  hally  Ilep 
I faw  Tigranes  circling  yonder  tent. 

Rhada-Mistus, 

Tlf  ambalTador  of  Rome  he  feeks,  on  bus’nefs 
Of  import  high— I will  prevent  his  fpeed. 

And  iPiUll  I then  fo  foon  depart  Zenobia  ? 

Zenobia, 

TIence,  quickly  hence  ; anon  we’ll  meet  again, 

y 2 
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Rhadamistus. 

YeSj  we  will  meet;  the  gods  have  giv^n  thee  to  me^ 
And  they  will  finilh  their  own  holy  work. 


Megistus. 

My  prayh's  are  heard  at  length— Zenobia  ftill 
Shall  be  Anricnia’s  queen. 

Zenobia. 

Oh ! good  Megiftus, 

Heav’n  has  been  bounteous^  and  relror'd  my  lord. 
With  him  I’ll  fly,  v/rapt  in  the  gloom  of  night. 
And  thou,  MegifcuSj  thou  fnal’t  join  our  flight ; 
Plac’d  near  his  throne  thy  gen’rous  zeal  fliall  lliaro 
The  bris;ht  reward  of  all  thv  toil  and  care ; 

While  I,  redeem’d  at  length  from  fierce  aiarm.Sj 
Forget  my  v/oes  in  Rhadamiftus’  arms. 


End  of  the  THIRD  AC  1\ 
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ACT  the  FOURTH, 

E?ifer  RhadamistuSj  and  Teribazus. 
Teribazus. 

Thou  ar’t  a friend  indeed,  thou  gen’roiis  man.! 

The  befl:  of  friends,  to  fave  fuch  innocence. 
That  lovely  virgin  bloom  ! the  pious  acl 
Shall  to  remoteft  time  tranfmit  thy  name. 

Ennobled  by  humanity  and  virtue. 

Ri-iadamistus. 

Alas ! no  praife  I merit ; his  a deed 
That  lofe§  virtue’s  name. 

Teribazus. 

Flamminius,  no  ! 

Thou  lhalt  not  derogate  from  worth  like  thine. 

But  oh  ! beware,  my  friend,  and  fteel  thy  heart 
Againil  the  fweet  illapfe  of  gentler  paffions. 

To  love  her  were  flicii  treachery !— by  Heav’n  ! 

It  v/ere  a fraud  of  a more  damned  hue— 

A fraud  to  facred  friendihip  !— but  my  foul 
P^ejeSts  the  m.ean  fufpicion— thou  ar’t  jufl:. 

And  Ariana  lhail  be  mine  again  ! 

Rhadamistus. 

If  when  the  tumult  of  the  war  is  pafs’d. 

You  then  perfift  to  claim  her— 

Teribazus. 

Then  pcrfiil: ! 

. When  I do  not  perfiil,  whene’er  my  heart 

Forgets 
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Forgets  the  fond  idea— ha  !-— take  heed  ; 

Your  colour  dies  by  fits ; and  now  again 
It  fiuflies  o’er  your  cheek : if  beauty’s  pow’r 
Can  waken  foft  defire,— and  fure  fuch  beauty 
May  warm  the  breaft  of  ftoic  apathy, 

If  thou  can’d:  love,— refign  the  trud  at  once. 

For  oh  ! to  lofe  her,  to  behold  thofe  charms. 
That  all-perfetlion  yielded  to  another. 

Were  the  word  agony,  the  keened  dab 
That  ever  pierc’d  a lover  to  the  foul. 

I'he  thought,— the  very  thought  inflames  to  mad- 
nefs  ! 

Rkadamistus.  (Afide.) 

Not  till  the  fever  of  his  mind  fubudes. 

Mud  I reveal  me  ; the  difclofure  now 
"Would  to  his  phrenzy  give  a whirlwind’s  wing. 

And  bury  ail  in  ruin-— let  her  then. 

Yes,  Tcribazus,  let  the  blooming  maid 
Still  in  this  camp,  a voluntary  captive. 

Since  you  will  have  it  fo,  fince  weak  midrud 
Can  taint  a lioble  fpirit,  let  her  here 
Teach  that  rare  beauty  to  difplay  its  charms. 

Its  various  graces  ; bid  thofe  radiant  eyes 
Dart  their  quick  glances  to  the  tyrant’s  foul. 
Inflame  his  hot  defires,  and  half  abfolve  them. 

Teribazus. 

Madnefs  and  horror !— -no  !— hade,  fly,  begone. 
And  give  her  hence  fafe  condudl : I can  trud 
To  Roman  continence ; your  Scipio’s  praife 
Shall  be  tlie  themx  of  fame’s  eternal  lip  ! 

Rhadamistus. 

Titou  too  attend  her  freps ; v/atch  all  her  ways ; 
When  we  have  reach’d  the  Roman  fan  denary, 

1 Iten  fliall  fuch  wonders  to  thy  lid’ning  eaj', 
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The  web  which  fate  has  wove— beware  my  friend— 
Tigranes  comes— what  wouldTt  thou  Sir  ^ 


Enter  Tigranes. 

Tigranes. 

The  King 

Grants  you  one  parley  more : ev’n  now  this  way 
He  bends  his  llepsj  remote  from  all  he  means 
To  hold  a private  conPrence. 

Rhadamistus. 

Rome’s  ambalTador 
Attends  his  pleafure. 

\_Exit  Tigranes^ 

Teribazus. 

I mull:  hence,  Flamminius. 

Farewell !— yet  e’re  thou  go’ft,— -I  ftill  muft  crave 
Another  interview— farewell ! remember. 

My  love,  my  life,  my  all  depend  on  thee. 

[&//. 


Rhadamistus. 

Ah ! lucklefs  prince  ! how  loft  in  error’s  maze 
Blindly  he  wanders,  and  love’s  fweet  delufion 
Infufes  it’s  enchantment  through  his  heart ! 

But  when  remov’d  from  Pharafmanes’  pow’r 
He  learns  my  prior  claim,  his  gen’rous  frienddiip 
Will  bound  with  tranfport  at  a brother’s  joys. 

And  with  a warmth  of  fympathy  partake  ’em. 

But  ha  1— my  father !— grant  me  ftrength,  ye  pow’rs ! 
To  meet  the  dread  encounter. 


Enter 
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Enter  Phar  as  manes. 
Pharasmanes. 

Once  again 

E’re  you  depart,  if  Pharafmanes  deign 
To  treat,  and  thus  expoflulate  with  Roin^, 

'“Tis  to  thy  pray’rs  I grant  it. 

Rhadamistus, 

Rome  had  rather 

Perfuade  than  conquer : her  well-bdlanc’d  juflice— 
Pharasmanes. 

No  more  of  Roman  juftice : blazon  not 
Virtues  you  ne’er  have  praflis’d : with  the  name> 
The  fpecious  name  of  love  for  human  kind 
You  faii61:ify  th’  infatiate  rage  of  conquefl:. 

And  when  the  fword  has  made  a folitude. 

That  you  ploclaim  a peace.  Ev’n  now  your  views 
Stand  manifefl:  to  fight : to  thee  ’tis  knov/n 
That  Rhadamiftus  lives  1 

Rhadamistus; 

How  Sir !— can  he — 

Does  that  unhappy  prince-— 

Pharasmanes. 

Thou  falfe  diffembler ! 

Yes  in  thy  heart  the  fatal  fecret’s  lodg’d ! 

From  certain  fugitives  I’ve  learn’d  it  all : 

In  yonder  camp,  conceal’d  from  vulgar  eyesi 
To  war  againft  his  father  fcill  he  lives  ! 

Why  doft  thou  droop  dejecled  ?— Ibmething  lurks 
Beneath  that  burning  bluili* 
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Rhadamistus. 

That  burning  blufli 

Glows  on  my  cheek  for  thee  * I know  your  fon, 

And  know  him  unfufceptible  of  guilt, 

Pharasmanes. 

Then,  Pmman,  mark  my  words : would’ft  thou  prevent 
The  carnage  fate  prepares  on  yonder  plains  ? 

Go  tell  Paulinus  I will  treat  of  terms 
With  him,  who  brings  me  Rhadamiilus’  head. 

Rhadamistus, 

Your  own  fon’s  head  ! 

Pharasmanes. 

Why  doll  thou  gaze  fo  earneft  ? 

Why  thofe  emotions  ftruggling  for  a vent  ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Amazement  checks  my  voice,  and  loll:  in  wonder 
I view  the  unnatural  father,,  who  would  bathe 
His  hand  in  blood,  in  a fon’s  bloodj  a fon 
Who  pants,  with  ardor  pants,  on  terms  of  peace 
To  Hieathe  the  fword;  and  with  a filial  hand 
To  throw  a veil  over  a father’s  crimes. 

Pharasmanes. 

By  Heav’n  ’tis  falfe  : has  he  not  dar’d  to  league 
With  my  determin’d  foes  ? ev’n  to  the  fenate. 

To  ev’ry  region,  where  his  voice  could  pierce. 

Has  he  not  fled  with  the  deluflve  fliory  ? 

With  grief  and  loiid  complaints  inflam’d  the  world  ? 
And  even  now,  does  not  the  flripling  come 
To  the  Araxes’  banks  with  Rome  in  arms  ? 
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Rhadamistus. 

Tjio’  urg’d  by  dire  conflraint,  yet  Heav’n  can  witnefs 
Elis  ftrong  reluctance. 

Pharasmanes. 

Let  the  rebel  know 

Me  never  diall  afeend  Armenia’s  throne. 

Rhadamistus, 

And  fliall  deftruclion  with  her  horrid  train 
Stalk  o’er  the  land  ^ 

Pharasmanes. 

Yes  ; let  deftrucdiion  loofe  : 

■’Tis  Pharafmanes’  glory. 

Rhadamistus. 

Can  the  rage, 

And  the  wild  tumult  of  deftrudlive  havoc 
Adminifter  delight  ?— alaa ! the  day 
That  deluges  the  land 'with  human  blood. 

Is  that  a day  of  glory  ? 

I,  Sir,  have  travers’d  o’er  the  field  of  deaths 
V'/here  war  had  fpent  its  rage : had’ft  thou  beheld 
That  feene  of  horror,  where  unnumber’d  wretches 
In  mangled  heaps  lay  welt’ring  in  their  gore  ^ 

Where  the  fond  father  in  the  gafp  of  death 
Wept  for  his  children]  where  the  lover  figh’d 
For  her,  whom  never  more  his  eyes  could  view; 
Where  various  mifery  fent  forth  its  groans ; 

Elad’fi  thou  beheld  tiiat  feene,  the  touch  of  nature 
Had  feirr’d  within  thee,  and  the  virtuous  drop 
Of  pity  gufii’d  unbidden  Lorn  thy  eye. 
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Pharasmanes. 

Enervate  (lave ! here  ends  all  further  parley. 

Go  tell  your  gen’ral,  tell  your  Roman  chiefs, 

TJie  father  claims  his  fon.  Have  we  not  heard 
How  your  own  Brutus  to  the  lidior’s  fword 
Condemn’d  his  children  ? and  would  Rome  difpute 
A King’s  paternal  pow’r  P let  ’em  yield  up 
The  treach’rous  boy,  or  terrible  in  arms 
Shall  Fharafmanes  overwhelm  their  legions. 

Mow  down  their  cohorts,  and  their  mangled  limbs 
Give  to  the  vuitur’s  beak. 

Rhadamistus, 

And  yet  reflect-— 

Pharasmanes, 

Roman  no  more. 

Rhadamistus. 

Unwilling  I withdraw; 

A father’s  ftern  refolve  the  fon  fnall  mourn. 

And  with  a pang  of  nature  hiall  behold 

The  Roman  eagle  dart  like  thunder  on  thee.  [Av//, 

' Pharasmanes,  alone, 

Av/ay,  and  leave  me  flave  !— to-morrow’s  fun 
Shall  fee  my  great  revenge ; mean  time  I give 
The  gentle  hours  to  love  and  Ariana. 

What  ho  ! Ti:^ranes  ! 

Enter  Tigranes. 

Pharasmanes, 

Does  the  flubborn  fair 
Yield  to  my  ardent  vows  ? 
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Tigranes. 

She  mocks  your  pafTion, 

And  gives  to  Teribazus  all  her  fmilcs. 

Pharasmanes. 

By  Heav’n  ! ev’n  love  itfelf  fhall  be  my  Have ! 

Yet  love  like  mine  requires  her  loft  confent. 

And  will  not  riot  o’er  her  plunder’d  charms.' 
Quickj  bring  her  father  to  me. 

Tigranes. 

By  your  orders 

At  hand  Megiftus  waits  your  fov’reign  will. 

[ExiU 

Pharasmanes. 

Bring  him  before  us : wife  and  prudent  age 
Will  plead  my  caufe,  and  fecond  my  defires^ 

Enter  Megistus. 

Megistus. 

Dread  Sir— -a  blamelefs^  a diflrefs’d  old  manj 
Of  guilt  unconfcious — 

Pharasmanes, 

Whatfoe’er  thy  guilt, 

A fmiie  from  Ariana  expiates  all. 

Megistus. 

Believe  me,  Sir,  I never  have  offended. 

She  v/as  my  foie  delight  j my  age’s  comfort ; 

For  her  I felt  more  than  a parent’s  love. 

But  ’midft  the  troubles  that  difrraft  the  land 
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I loft  her ; in  defpair,  with  yearning  heart 
I rang’d  the  country  round  in  fond  purfuit. 

This  is  my  crime  : fure  ’tis  no  crime  to  love 
Such  blooming  innocence ! 

Pharasmanes. 

Difpel  thy  fears. 

Thy  love  for  Ariana  fpeaks  thy  virtue. 

That  graceful  form,  that  fymmetry  of  fliape, 

That  bloom,  thofe  features,  thofe  love-darting  eyes^ 
.A-11,  all  attra6l,  that  there  each  fond  admirer 
Could  ever  gaze,  enamour’d  of  her  charms. 

Megistu^. 

Alas ! whate’er  the  fymmetry  of  fhape, 

Whate’er  the  grace  that  revels  in  her  feature^ 

Glows  in  her  bloom,  or  fparkles  in  her  eye. 

They  all  are  tranfient  beauties,  foon  to  fade. 

And  leave  inanimate  that  decent  form. 

Inward  affli6lion  faps  the  vital  frame. 

Incurable  afflidlion  ! fix’d  in  woe 
Her  eyes  for  ever  motionlefs  and  dim 
Gaze  on  the  fancied  image  of  her  hufband^ 

Pharasmanes, 

Her  hufband ! 

Megistus. 

Yes ; a hufband  fever’d  from  her 
By  fatal  chance  ! him  fne  for  ever  fees 
With  fancy’s  gufhing  eye,  and  feeks  him  ftill 
In  fond  excurfions  of  deluiive  thought. 

She  pines  each  hour,  and  ev’n  In  blooming  dies. 

As  drooping  rofes,  v/hile  the  woi'm  unfeen 
Preys  on  their  fragrant  fweets,  ilili  beauteous  look. 
And  wafte  their  aromatic  lives  in  air. 


Pha-^ 


174 


Z E N O B I A, 


Pharasmanes. 

The  rofe  tranfplanted  to  a warmer  iky 
Shall  raife  its  languid  head,  and  all  be  well,  . 

Megistus. 

Her  hufband  flill  furvives,  and  far  remote 
He  wanders  in  Armenia’s  realm. 

Pharasmanes. 

/ 

No  more 

To  call  her  his  ; do  thou  {freight  feek  thy  daughter, 

My  lovelieil:  Ariana  : in  her  ear 

Breathe  the  mild  accents  of  a father’s  voice. 

And  reconcile  her  heart  to  love  and  me. 

Megistus. 

Your  pardon.  Sir;  it  were  not  fit  my  voice 
Should  teach  her  to  betray  her  holy  vows, 

'Pharasmanes. 

When  Pharafmanes  fpeaks 

Megistus. 

My  life  is  his, 

And  when  he  v/ills  it,  ’tis  devoted  to  him. 

But,  Sir,  tho’  poor,  my  honour  ilill  is  mine: 

'Tis  all  that  Heav’n  has  giv’n  me,  and  that  gift 
I'he  gods  expect  I never  hiould  refign. 

Pharasmanes. 

And  do’ft  thou  hefitate  ? what,  wTen  a crown 
invites  thy  daughter  to  imperial  fplendor 
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Megistus. 

Oh  ! not  for  me  fuch  fplendor  ! I have  liv’d 
My  humble  days  in  virtuous  poverty. 

To  tend  my  flock,  to  watch  each  rifing  flow'r, 

Each  herb,  each  plant  that  drinks  the  morning  dew. 
And  lift  my  praife  to  the  jufl:  gods  on  high ! 

Thefe  v/ere  my  habits,  thefe  my  only  cares ; 

Thefe  hands  fuffic’d  to  anfwer  my  defires, 

And  having  nought,  yet  nought  was  wanting  to  me. 

Pharasmanes. 

Away,  thou  Have  ! I would  not  quite  defpife  thee. 
Or  yield  your  daughter,  or  my  fwiftefl:  vengeance 
Falls  on  thy  hoary  head : a monarch’s  love 
Shall  feize  her  trembling  to  his  eager  arms. 

Then  fpurn  her  back  a prey  to  wan  defpair. 

Till  bitter  anguilli  blaft  each  wither’d  charm. 

And  rave  in  vain  for  love  and  empire  fcorn’d  ! 

\Exiu 


Megistus,  alone. 

Fell  monfirer  go  ! inexorable  tyrant ! 

Perhaps  I ffiould  have  footh’d  his  lion  rage 
With  feign’d  compliance— ha!— why fudden  thus — 

Enter  Zenoeia. 

Zenobia. 

Th’  important  hour,  Megiftus,  now  approaches- 
Lo  ! the  lad:  blu flies  of  departing  day 
But  feebly  flreak  yon  dim  horizon’s  verge. 

My  Rhadamiflius  comes  to  guide  my  flieps. 

Thro’  devious  paths  feek  thou  Zopiron’s  tent; 

And  thus  we  lull  fufpicion. 
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I obey  - 

May  guardian  angels  fpread  their  wings  around  thee ! 
Zenobia,  alone. 

Yes^  the  blefs'd  gods,  who ’thro'  the  maze  of  fate 
Have  led  us  once  again  to  meet  in  life, 

Will  prove  the  friends  of  virtue  to  the  laft. 

Ha  I— Teribazus  comes  I 

Zenobia,  Teribazus. 

Teribazus. 

And  is  it  giv'n 

Once  more  to  fee  thee  here  ?— -do’d:  thou  avoid  me? 
Do’il  thou  defpife  me  in  this  tender  moment 
When  my  foul  bleeds  with  anguifli  at  the  thought 
Of  parting  with  thee  ?— Ariana  1 

Zenobia. 

Ohl 

Unhappy  prince ! oh!  fly  me;  fliuh  me;  death. 
And  ruin  follow : one  fliort  moment's  ftay 
Will  rouze  your  father's  rage; 

Teribazus; 

My  father's  rage 

Already  has  undone  ine— ah  ! in  tears  ! 

And  do  they  fall  for  me  ? does  that  foft  figli 
Heave  for  the  loft^  afflidled  Teribazus  ? 

Zenobia. 

Yes  the  tear  falls,  and  the  figh  heaves  for  thee. 

Thy  elegance  of  mind,  the  various  graces 
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That  bloom  around  thee,  and  adorn  the  hero, 

All  plead  your  caufe,  and  bid  me  tremble  for  thee. 
And  yet,— fad  recompenfe  for  all  thy  friendfiiip. 

To  warn  thee  hence,  and  bid  thee  Ihun  my  v/ays, 

Is  all  the  gratitude  I nov/  can  offer. 


TeribazuSc 

Thus  muil  we  part  ? 

Zenobia. 

A rival  is  at  hand^ 

Here  in  the  camp,  an  unexpe^led  rivalj 
Sent  by  the  gods,  the  idol  of  my  foiil ! 

Teribazus. 

What  fay’d:  thou,  Ariana  ? has  another 
Ufurp’d  thy  heart  ? unkind,  relentlefs  maid  ! 
Since  fird:  thy  beauty  davm’d  upon  my  fight. 
How  have  I lov’d,  repented,  yet  lov’d  on  ! 
Ev’n  againd:  you,  againfc  myfelf  I frruggled  : 
Prefent  I ded  you,  abfent  I ador’d ! 

I ded  for  refuge  to  the  fored’s  gloom. 

But  in  the  foredi’s  gloom  thy  image  met  me! 
The  fhades  of  night,  the  luflre  of  the  day. 

All,  all  retrac’d  my  Ariana’s  form. 

Thy  form  purfued  me  in  the  battle’s  rage, 
’Midfl  diouts,  and  all  the  clan^oi*  of  the  war. 

It  dole  ime  from  myfelf!  my  lonely  tent 
Re-ecchoes  with  my  groans,  and  in  the  ranks 
The  wond’ring  foldier  hears  my  voice  no  more. 

Zenobia. 

Yet  leave  me  Teribazus— gen’rous  youth  ! 
Remembrance  oft  diall  dv/cll  upon  thy  praife. 
But  for  my  love  ’tis  ail  another’s  claim. 
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Another’s  claim  !— why  wilt  thou  torture  thus 
A fond  defpairing  wretch  ? — oh  ! not  for  me 
Thofe  forrows  fall ; they  are  another’s  tears  ; 
Another  claims  them  from  me— name  this  rival. 
That  my  fwift  fury— tell  me  has  Flamminius, 
Has  the  bafe  Roman  broke  his  promis’d  faith? 
Will  not  the  barb’rous  man  afford  you  hielter? 


Zenobia. 

Why  wilt  thou  force  me  fpeak?  the  fate  of  all, ' 
Thine  Teribazus,  mine,  the  fate  of  one, 

Whom,  were  he  known,  thy  heart  holds  ever  dear^ 
Is  now  concern’d:  Flamminius  claims  my  love: 
Long  fince  he  won  my  heart. 


Teribazus. 

Vindi(51;ive  gods  ! 

Flamminius  claims  thy  love!  not'C^far’s  felf 
Shall  dare  to  v/rek  thee  from  me— Ariana  1 
Thus  on  my  knees, — would  I could  perifli  here, 
That  ev’n  in  death  I kill  might  gaze  upon  thee. 
Till  the  lafl:  pang  divide  thee  from'  my  heart. 

Enter  Rhadamistus. 
Rhadamistus. 

It  was  the  voice  of  anguidi  and  defpair ! 

Vvdiy  thus  illufrrious  prince 

^ Teribazus.  (Starting  up) 

Thou  treachrous  Roman  ! 

Who  com’ft  to  violate  each  facred  tie. 

The  laws  of  honour,  and  the  lav/s  of  love  ! 
Who  com’k  beneath  the  malK  of  public  faith 
To  do  a robber’s  work  ! 
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Rhadamistus. 

Wlien  to  your  camp 

I bring  a heart  that  longs  to  fcrve  you,  Prince, 
Why  this  intemp’rate  rage  ? 

Teribazus. 

To  do  the  work 

Of  perfidy  and  fraud  ! but  firll'  by  rapine, 

By  violated  maids  your  city  grew ; 

And  do  you  come  to  emulate  your  fires  ? 
Unwilling  to  degenerate  in  vice  ! 

Rhadamistus. 

Miftaken  youth  ! oh  ! if  you  did  but  know  me  ! 

If  you  but  knew  the  jufiiice  Rome  intends— 

. Teribazus. 

Juftice  and  Rome!  and  doll  thou  dare  to  join 
Two  names  fo  oppofite?  have  we  not  heard 
Of  frugal  confuls,  and  of  ftoic  chiefs. 

Who  foon  forgetting  here  their  Sabine  farms. 

Made  war  a trade,  and  then  return’d  to  Ronqe 
Rich  with  the  plunder  of  the  rified  eafl  ^ 

Again  fome  new  Lucullus  leads  them  on, 

Fir’d  with  the  love  of  rapine. 

Rhadamistus, 

Fir’d  with  zeal 

To  break  a nation’s  chains— would’fc  thou  but  hear 
me 

It  is  a friend  implores 


Zenobia. 
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Then  liEen  to  him  : let  thefe  ftreaming  eyes, 
Thde  earnefl  pray’rs3  this  fuppiicating  form— 

Teribazus. 

Leagu’d  with  my  foe  behold  her !— mighty  gods ! 
Have  I deferv’d  it  of  her  ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Yet  be  calm  ; 

Yet  liilen  to  me— Oh  ! I could  unfold— 

Yet  day;  I’ll  prove  myfelf  a brother  to  thee, 

Teribazus. 

Roman  expedc  me  in  the  battle’s  front. 

Inflant  depart,  but  leave  thy  prey  behind; 
l^are  not,  I'charge  thee  dare  not,  tempt  her  hence^ 
To-morrow’s  fun  fhail  fee  me  cloath’d  in  terror 
Purfue  thy  fteps  thro’  all  the  ranks  of  war, 

I'ill  my  ipear  fix  thee  quiv’ring  to  the  ground. 

Rhadamistsus,  Zenoeia. 

Zenobia. 

Let,  Rhadamidus,  call  him;  let  him  know-- 
Rhadamistus. 

Thou  lovely  trem.bler  ! banidi  ev’ry  fear. 

The  time  now  bids  us  hence  ; and  lo  ! the  moon 
Streams  her  miiid  radiance  on  the  rudling  grove. 

I will  conduct  thee— ha ! Zopiron 

Enter  Zopiron. 

Rhadamistus. 

Come 

Thou  bed  of  men,  let  m.e  once  more  embrace  thee. 
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ZOPIRON. 

Oh!  fpeed  thee  hence ^ each  moment’s  big  with  death, 
Rhadamistus. 

Farewell  1 farewell ! when  I’ve  efcap’d  your  camp 
Seek  thou  my  brother  3 foothe  his  troubled  fpirit ; 
Explain  thefe  wonders ; tell  him  R.hadamifliis 
Efteems  and  loves,  and  honours  all  his  virtues. 
Farewell  Zopiron  ! in  Armenia’s  court 
Thy  King  fnall  thank  thy  goodnefs.  My  Zenobia, 
Oh  ! let  me  guide  thee  from  this  place  of  danger 
To  life,  to  love,  to  liberty  and  joy. 

[£xU  with  Zenobia. 

ZopiRorvT. 

Lo!  the  Heav’ns  fmile  with  gentleft  alpe^l  on  them! 
This  calm  ferene  that  ev’ry  planet  fiieds 
To  light  their  Eeps,  this  glad  jetherial  mildnefs 
Is  fure  the  token  of  incircling  gods. 

That  hover  anxious  o’er  the  folernn  fcene  ! 

Enter  Pharasmanes,  Tigranes  following. 

PliARASMANES. 

Let  Teribazus  Freight  attend  our  prefence, 
Tigranes. 

But  ncv/  with  glaring  eye  and  fierce  demeanour 
Ke  enter’d  yonder  tent. 

Pharasmanes. 

Bid  him  approach  us. 

Then  do  thou  round  the  midnight  watch,  and  fee 
That  Rome’s  ambaikidor  has  left  my  camp. 

' {Exit  Tisranes. 
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This  war,  Zopiron,  fnall  be  foon  extinguifh'd 
In  Roiiian  biood,  and  yield  Armenia  to  me. 

ZOPIROX. 

Armenia,  Sir,  flill  obflmately  mourns 
Lolt  Mithridates,  father  of  his  people. 

Her  hardy  fons  with  one  ccnfcnting  voice 
Demand  a King  from  Rome  j all  leagu’d  and  fv/orn 
Never  to  crouch  beneath  the  conqu’ror’s  yoke. 


Pkarasmanes. 

But  when  the  Roman  eagle  bites  the  ground. 
They’ll  hirink  aghafb,  and  own  my  fov’reign  fway. 

Enter  Teribazus. 

Pharasmanes, 

Thou  bafe  confecl’rate  with  thy  father’s  foes  I 
Teribazus. 

The  accufation,  Sir,  if  proof  fupport  it. 

Gives  you  my  forfeit  life,  and  1 refign  it. 

Freely  refign  it.  Deuiitute  of  proof, 

It  is  a fcab  to  honour,  and  the  charge 
Should  not  be  lightly  urg’d. 

Pharasmanes. 

This  arrogance 

That  dictates  to  a father 

Teribazus. 

’Tis  the  fpirit 

Of  injur’d  innocence  : if  Pharafmanes 
StTpech  my  truth,  fend  me  v/here  danger  calls  ^ 
Bid  me  this  moment  carry  death  and  llaughter 
To  rage  in  yonder  camp ; yes,  then  your  fon 
Shall  mark  his  hatred  of  the  Roman  name. 
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Pharasmanes. 

Haft  thou  not  dat’d  to  thwart  my  tend’reft  paftloA, 
And  to  feduce  my  Ariana’s  love  ? 

Teribazus. 

And  if  this  youthful  heart,  too  prone  to  melt 
At  beauty’s  ray,  receiv’d  the  gentle  flame, 

His  paft  j the  charm  is  o’er ; no  longer  now 
I walk  a captive  in  her  haughty  triumph  ! 

In  vain  flie  now  may  call  forth  all  her  graces, 
Inftrudt  her  eyes  to  roll  with  bidden  fires. 

And  pradiice  all  the  wonders  of  her  face. 
Ambition  calls,  and  lights  a nobler  flame. 

Enler  Tigranes. 

Tigranes. 

Th’  ambaffador  of  Rome,  and  that  old  traitor 
I he  falfe  Megiftus — 


Pharasmanes. 

'Speak;  unfold  thy  purpofe. 

Tigranes. 

Together  left  the  camp,  and  in  their  train 
Bear  Ariana  with  them. 


Teribazus. 

Ariana ! 

Elave  the  flaves  dar’d— deteired  treacheiy  ! 

Nov/,  now,  my  father,  now  approve  my  zeal. 

Pharasmanes. 

Elafte,  fly,  purfue  her ; bring  the  trait’rcfs  back  1 
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Teribazus. 

My  rapid  vengeance  diail  o’ertake  their  flight ; 

And  bring  the  Roman  plund’rer  bound  in  chains; 

\_Exih 

Pharasmanes. 

Do  thou,  Tigranes,  with  a chofen  band 
Circle  yon  hills,  and  intercept  their  march. 

And  thou,  Zopiron,  fend  my  fwiftefl  horfe 
To  range  the  wood,  and  fweep  along  the  vale. 

[^Exit  Tigranes ; 

Zopiron. 

Ye  guardian  deities,  now  lend  your  aid; 

\_Exiti 


Pharasmanes,  alone, 

Has  the  perfidious,  yet  ador’d  deceiver^ 

Thus  has  fhe  left  me  ? from  a monarch’s  fmile 
Fled  with  a lawlefs  ravager  from  Rome  ? 

Oh  ! give  me  vengeance  ^ give  Fiamminius  to  me* 
That  he  may  die  in  agony  unheard  of. 

The  trait’refs  then,  fpite  of  each  winning  art,— - 
Spite  of  her  guilt,  fhe  triumphs  in  my  heart. 


End  of  the  FOURTFI  ACT. 
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ACT  the  FIFTH. 

Pharasmanes; 

Not  yet  return’d ! I’m  tortur’d  on  the  rack. 

By  Heav’n  to-morrow’s  dawn diftra6ling 

thought  ! 

Ere  that  the  Roman  ravager  enjoys 
Her  Heav’n  of  blifs,  and  riots  in  delight. 

My  foul’s  on  fire  j this  night  I’ll  florm  his  campi 
And  bury  all  in  ruin.  Ha  I— v/hat  means 
This  new  alarm  ? 

\A JiouriJh  of  trumfets^ 
Enter  Teribazus^  Soldiers^ 

Teribazus. 

The  treach’rous  flave  is  taken  ! 

My  fpeed  outftripp’d  him,  and  this  arm  that  feiz’d 
Hath  well  fecur’d  the  traitor. 

I 

Pharasmanes; 

Great  revenge. 

The  meafure  of  thy  joys  is  full  ! 

Teribazus; 

At  firfl 

They  made  a feeble  fland  ; but  hemm’d  around 
And  clofe  incircled  by  the  fons  of  Afia, 

They  faw  death  threat’ning  at  each  javelin’s  point; 

I mill’d  upon  Flamminius  : much  he  courted 
A fecret  parley,  but  my  foul  difdain’d 
All  further  conf’rence  : he  and  his  complotter 
The  bafe  Megiftus,  with  the  fair  deferter 
Remeafure  back  their  fleps,  and  clank  their  chains 
In  bitternefs  of  heart. 

VoL.  I.  B b 
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Pharasmanes. 

A father’s  thanks, 

Shall  well  requite  thee.  Lo  ! the  traitors  come. 

Enter  Rhadamistus,  Zenobia,  Megistus, 
in  Chains. 

Pharasmanes. 

Thou  bafe  perfidious  ! thou  Italian  plunderer  ! 
Rhadamistus. 

1 do  not  mean  to  wage  a war  of  words. 

Repent  thee  of  this  infult,  of  thefe  chains 
On  him  who  reprefents  a people  here. 

Pharasmanes. 

Anon  thou’lt  fee  how  I refpedt  that  people. 

My  juft  revenge  fliall  tell  thee  \ on  thy  head. 
And  thine,  Megiftus,  hidden  vengeance  falls. 

Megistus. 

Alas  ! worn  out  with  age  and  mifery 
1 long  to  lay  me  in  the  Ihroud  of  death, 

Pharasmanes. 

! grant  thy  wifh  : what  words,  fair  fugitive. 

Can  colour  thy  deceit 

Zenobia. 

The  heart  refolv’d  » 

Wants  no  excufe,  no  colouring  of  words. 

I found  my  hufband,  fiew  to  his  embrace ; 
This,— this  is  he  !— the  lord  of  my  defires  ; 
With  him  content  Pll  traverfe  o’er  the  world. 


Pha- 
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Pharasmanes. 

Do’ft  thou  avow  it  too  ' 

* Zenobia.  " 

Do  I avow  it  ? 

I glory  in  it.— Tyrant,  can'll  thou  deem  me 
So  poor  of  Ibul,  fo  falie  to  honour’s  caufe 
As  to  apologize  for  being  faitxhfui  ? 

Teribazus. 

I fee  Flamminius  has  already  fchool’d  her 
In  Roman  maxims. 

Rhadamistus. 

Miferable  prince  ! 

I Will  not  anfwer  thee  : too  foon  thy  heart 
For  this  lail  feat  will  bitterly  reproach  thee ! 

Teribazus. 

Away  with  thy  delufive  arts  : if  ever 
I form  alliance  with  that  haughty  people, 

T hofe  ravagers  of  earth,  if  e’er  again 
I hold  communion  with  thee,  may  the  gods — 

May  Pharafmanes,— but  it  cannot  be— - 
My  heart  high  beating  in  m^y  country’s  caufe, 

Vov/s  an  eternal  enmity  with  Rome. 

Rhadamistus. 

Thee,  Pharafmanes,  thee  my  voice  addrelTes. 

Thou  know'll  my  title  to  her  j Hymen’s  rites 
Long  fince  united  both ; then  loofe  thefe  chains ; 
’Tis  in  the  name  of  Rome  I now  demand  it, 

Pharasmanes. 

Roman,  thou  know’ll  tliy  title  is  extind. 

B b Cap- 
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Captivity  dilTolves  her  former  ties, 

And  now  the  laws  of  arms  have  made  her  mine, 

Zenobia. 

And  are  there  laws  to  change  the  human  heart? 

To  alter  the  afteclions  of  the  foul  ? 

Know  that  my  heart  is  rul’d  by  other  laws. 

The  laws  of  truth,  of  honour,  and  of  love. 

This  is  my  hufband  ! fource  of  all  my  comfort ! 
With  him  I’ll  live  ^ with  him  will  dare  to  die  ! 

Pharasmanes. 

By  Heav’n  foirie  myftery— thou  treach’rous  fair  1 
Mark  well  my  words  : unfold  thy  birth  and  rank  ^ 
My  mind  uncertain  wanders  in  conjecture. 

Who  and  v/hat  art  thou  ? Vain  is  ev’ry  guefs  : 
Refolve  my  doubts,  or  elfe  the  Roman’s  doom. 

This  moment  is  determin’d. 

Zenobia. 

My  refolve. 

Tyrant,  is  fix’d  to  fhare  my  hufband’s  fate. 

That  I unfold,  that  fentiment  reveal. 

To  Keav’n  and  Earth  reveal  it : for  the  reft 
Guefs  if  you  can,  determine  if  you  dare. 

Pharasmanes. 

Quick,  drag  Flam.minius  hence. 

Rhadamistus. 

Slaves,  hold  your  hands  ; 

My  charadler  protedts  me  here. 

Pharasmanes. 

Difpatch, 

Inflant  difpatch,  and  feize  Megiftus  too. 

[Megiftus  /V  led 

Zeno- 
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Zenobia. 

Horror !— call  back  the  word ; it  fhall  not  be  ; 

Here  will  I hold  him--.-barb’rous  ruffians  hold. 
Murder  ! — my  life  ! my  lord  ! my  hufband  ! oh  ! 

[Rhadamiflus  is  drag^d  offl, 

Pharasmanes, 

Give  him  the  torture ; let  your  keeneil  pangs 
Extort  each  fecret  from  him. 

Zenobia, 

Pharafmanes ! 

Thus  lowly  humbled,  proflrate  in  the  dull:, 

Waffiing  your  feet  with  tears— have  mercy  !—■ -this 
Will  be  the  blacked,  word  of  all  your  murders. 

Pharasmanes. 

There’s  but  one  v/ay  to  mitigate  his  doom. 

Zenobia. 

Give  me  to  know  it ; fpare  him  3 fpare  his  lifco 
Pharasmanes. 

Abjure  the  Have,  and  by  connubial  vows 
This  indant  make  thee  partner  of  my  throne. 

Zenobia. 

My  faith,  my  love,  my  v^ery  life  is  his  3 
My  child  is  his  : oh  ! think  thou  fee’d  my  infant 
Tiding  his  little  hands— 


Pharasmanes. 

ril  hear  no  more  : 

Or  yield  this  moment,  or  the  traitor  dies. 

' \Exit  Pharafmanes.  ^ 
Zeno« 
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Zei^obta,  ^Icne. 

Inhuman  tyrant !— madnefs  feize  my  hrain— 
Swallow  me  earth— here  iliall  tliefe  cefp’rate  hands 
Strike  on  thy  flinty  bofbm  ; here  rrv  voice 
Pierce  to  the  center,  till  with  pity  touch’d 
Your  caverns  open  wide  to  hide  a v/retch 
From  hated  men,  from  mifery  like  this. 

E/iter  Terieazus. 

Afliibled  mourner,  raife  thee  from  the  earth, 

Zenobia. 

What  voice  is  that  ? I know  thee  well— thou  ar^t 
That  fiend  accurfl,  the  murd’rous  Teribazus  ! 

Yes,  thou  art  welcome!  (rifing)  thou  delight’fi:  in 
blood : 

I am  your  whiling  viblim ; plunge  your  fword 
Deep  in  m,y  heart ; I’ll  thank  thee  for  thee  itroke. 
Since  thou  haft  murder’d  all  my  foul  held  dear. 

Teribazus. 

AfTauge  this  ilorm  of  grief,  nor  blame  a lover 
That  doats  like  me.  Could  I behold  that  form 
Snatch’d  from  my  arms  ? 

Zenobia. 

You  know  not  what  you’ve  done  ! 

Your  blamelefs  brother— 

Teribazus, 

How ! 


Zenobia. 

You’ve  murder’d  him : 

Your  bi  other  Rhadarniflus  ! 


Teri-‘ 
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Zenobia. 

By  thee  he  dies  1 that  is  your  fplendid  deed  ! 
Teribazus. 

What  fay’ft  thou  ?— he  my  brother— urge  me  not 
To  inltant  madnefs — is  he— tell  me — fay— 

Ar’t  thou  Zenobia  ? 

Zenobia. 

Yes^  that  fatal  wretch  !— 

Teribazus* 

If  this  be  fo— what  have  I done,  ye  powVs ! 

To  merit  this  extremity  of  grief? 

Why  dkVft  thou  hide  the  awful  fecret  from  me  ? 

Zenobia. 

Could  I betray  him  ? Could  I truil  your  father, 
Whofe  fell  amibition,  whofe  relentlefs  rage. 

Has  fix’d  a price  on  our  devoted  heads  ? 

Teribazus. 

Then  fliall  this  hated  being— no  !— I’ll  live 
To  fave  a brother  flill : he  fhall  not  die. 

Oh  ! let  me  feek  him,  throw  me  at  his  feet, 

Implore  forgivenefs,  and  protradb  his  days. 

\^Exit  TeribazuSa 

Zenobia, 

It  is  in  vain  j he’s  loft;  we  both  muft  perifli. 

And  then  my  child — who  then  fhall  guard  his  youth? 
No  more  thefe  eyes  fhall  fee  him  : my  fweet  boy 
Will  break  his  heart,  and  unregarded  die. 
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Enter  Zopiron; 

ZoPIRON. 

All’s  loft ! all  ruin’d  ! to  the  cave  of  death 
Ev’n  now  the  guards  lead  Rhadamiftus  forthi 

Zenobia. 

Thou  fee’ft  the  fad  reverfe  1— Immortal  fpirits. 

Ye  winged  virtues,  that  with  pitying  eye 
Watch  the  affli^led,  will  ye  not  infpire 
In  this  fad  hour,  one  great,  one  glorious  thoughti 
Above  the  \ailgar  flight  of  common  fouls. 

To  fave  at  once  my  hufband  and  my  child  ? 

The  infpiration  comes  ! the  bright  idea 
Expands  my  heart,  and  fills  my  glowing  fouh 

ZoPIRON. 

My  gracious  queen,  let  not  a blind  defpair-— 
Zenobia. 

Talk  not,  Zopiron,  when  the  god  infplres ! 

The  god  ! the  god  !— my  heart  receives  him  all  ! 

My  lord,  my  Rhadamiftus  ftill  fliall  live.  \Exiti 

Zopiron. 

Yet,  I conjure  thee,  hear  thy  faithful  Have. 

[Follows  her  out; 

Enter  Rhadamistus  and  Guards. 
Rhadamistus. 

Say,  whither  do  you  lead  me  ? does  your  tyrant 
Repent  his  horrid  outrage  ? 
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Enter  Teribazus. 

Guards  withdraw 

To  a remoter  ground.  \Exeunt  Soldiers, 

Rhadamistus^  Teribazus, 
Rhadamistus, 

Mifbaken  prince ! 

My  heart  bleeds  for  thee. 

Teribazus. 

• Oh ! too  well  I know 

The  depth  of  guilt  in  which  the  fates  have  plung'd  me» 
I cannot  look  upon  thee 

Rhadamistus. 

Oh ! my  brother, 

Then  let  me,  ev’n  in  ruin3  thus  embrace  thee* 
Teribazus. 

Do'fl:  thou  forgive  m.e  ? could  I e’er  have  thought 
To  fee  thee  here  ? my  ralhnefs  has  undone  thee  1 

Rhadamistus. 

No,  thou  art  innocent : the  guilt  is  niine. 

The  guilt  of  mean,  ungenerous  policy^ 

Of  felfifh  wifdom,  difingenuous  art, 

. That  from  a friend  kept  back  the  fatal  fecret, 

When  with  the  ardor  of  unbounded  confidence, 

1 lliould  have  rufh’d  with  tranfport  to  thy  arms^ 
Unbofom’d  all,  and  wrapt  thee  in  my  heart, 

Teribazus* 

Alas  ! I’ve  heap’d  thefe  horrors  on  thy  head. 

' VoL.  I.  C e I’v^ 
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I’ye  feal’d  thy  doom;  that  :s  a brother’s  gift; 

1 he  hrrc  ciiay  or  i'eribaztis’  friendlliip  ! 

But  1 am  doom’d  to  be  a wretch  abhorr’d. 

Of  men  and  gods  abhorr’d  ! doom’d  like  my  father 
To  drench  thefe  rntird’rous  hands  in  brother’s  blood! 

Rhadamistus. 

Imbitter  not  the  pangs  that  rive  my  foul. 

'V\'here  is  Zenobia  ? Unrelenting  pow’rs 
Was  it  for  this  your  perfecuting  wrath 
Gave  me  to  meet  her,  gave  that  angel-fweetnefs 
To  thefe  delighted  eyes,  thefe  eager  arms  ? 

Teribazus. 

I’ll  give  thee  freedom  flill ; by  Heav’n  I will. 
Rhadamistus. 

Was  fhe  but  o-iv’n  ime  to  afflicl  her  more  ? 

To  wake  in  that  dear  breaft  a gleam  of  joy, 

A mockery  of  joy ; joy  fcarce,  ye  pow’rs  ! 

Divided  by  the  moiment  of  delight 
From  black  defpair,  from  agony  and  death  ? 

rr~'  ^ 

JL  ERIBAZUS. 

I will  proteT  her,  v/ill  refccre  her  to  thee. 

Or  do  a deed  fhall  flrike  miankind  with  horror  ! 

Not  ev’n  a father  fhall  retard  my  fv/ord  ; 

In  his  ov/n  blood  I’ll  drench  it. 

Rhadamistus. 

Ka!^— 

Teribazus. 

This  hand, 

E’re  thou  ilialt  fall  a vi(5lim  to  his  fury. 

Shall 
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Shall  to  the  heart,  th'  iiihuman  heart  of  him, 
Wiio  dares 


RhADAxMISTUS. 

No  more  of  that— can  I canfent. 

That  a brave  gen’ro us  youth,  a much  lov’d  brother. 
For  cvhy  virtue  fam’d,  ihall  thus  debafe 
Ly  an  atrocious  deed  his  fair  renown. 

And  pcrreiT^te  a dark  in^dious  deed? 

Oh  1 I fnoul^  well  deferve  tuc  voiil:  of  ills  \ 

1 then  fhould  JuitiT  ^ lather’s  cruelty  \ 

ITribazus. 

He  has  undone  thee;  has  undone  us  all! 

Eut  yet  thou  h:alt  not  die ; bv  Heav’n  1 fwear— 
Yes,  take  me,  horror ! pour  into  m/  heart 
Thy  blackeil  purpofe  ; nerve  my  lifted  arm 
To  dafli  him  headlong  from  his  glitt’ring  throng 
A terrible  example  to  the  world. 


Rhadamistus.  < 

Forbear,  forbear,  my  brother;  yet  reflect; 

'You  would  ftrike  vice  with  terror:  tell  me  then, 
Will  not  the  a6l  of  rafli  impetuous  zeal. 

Will  not  th’  example  arm  the  riifrian’s  hand  ? 
Thy  virtue  thus  inflames  thy  gen’rous  ardor; 
But  oh  ! my  brother,  let  it  ne’er  be  faid 
That  virtue  held  the  bafe  afaiTin’s  knife  ! 

Teribazus. 

Gods  1 have  I ruin’d  fuch  unheard  of  goodnefs  ^ 
Swift  I’ll  dlfpatch  a meffage  to  Pauiinus, 

And  call  his  legions  to  ailauit  the  camp, 

Q c 2 
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Enter  Tigranes,  and  Guards. 

Tigranes. 

Guards,  feize  your  prisoner ; in  a dungeon’s  gloom 
Plunge  hiiTi'fequefler’d  from  the  light  of  Heav’n, 
’Tis  Pharafmanes’  will. 

Teribazus. 

Tho\i  meddling  fiend ! 

I will  attend  his  fteps  j will  ftill  protect  him 
From  men  like  thee. 

Rhadamistus. 

Should  Pharafmanes  dare 
To  violate  the  rights  of  public  law, 

Rome  is  at  hand,  and  will  have  ample  vengeance. 

\_Exit  with  Teribazus, 

Tigranes, 

My  thirfi:  of  vengeance  fiiall  be  fated  firfi:. 

Yes,  guard  him,  prince;  it  makes  thy  ruin  fure  \ 
Thy  Ariana  too,  while  fate  is  bufy. 

Shall  meet  her  doom,  and  leave  my  road  to  glory 
All  fmooth  and  level  to  ambition’s  wifh. 

Enter  Zopiron, 

ZoPIRON, 

’Gainfl  Rome’s  ambaflfador  the  King,  Tigranes, 
Sufpends  his  fentence  till  his  further  orders. 

The  Queen  com.mands  it  too. 

Tigranes. 

The  Queen  ! what  Queen  ? 
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ZOPIRON. 

The  beauteous  Ariana ; now  your  fovereign. 
Tigranes. 

Has  file  relented  ? is  ihe  married  to  him  ? 

ZoPIRON. 

She  is  : the  fcene  with  various  palTions  burned! 

Eler  trefles  all  unbound^  with  faded  charms. 

Yet  lovely  ev’n  in  forrow,  thro'  the  ranks 
Eager  fhe  flew,  with  fhrieks,  with  outfliretchkl  arms^ 
Invoking  ev'ry  god  ! the  wond’ring  foldier 
With  foftcn'd  flnews,  bent  his  fword  to  earth 
And  gaz’d  with  mix’d  emotions  as  fhe  pafs’d. 

Prone  to  the  ground  at  Pharafmanes’  feet 
She  fell : he  rais’d  her  foon,  fhe  fmil’d  confent. 

To  the  King’s  tent  fhe  prefs’d  v/ith  eager  fpecd. 

Th’  exulting  monarch  call’d  his  pridts  around  him,^ 
And  foon  with  folemn  march  and  feflive  fong 
In  his  pavillion  fought  the  blooming  bride. 

Ti  CRANES. 

This  fudden  change,  Zopiron,  this  rafli  hafle, 

J like  it  not. 


Zopiron, 

Nor  I Tigranes : doubt^ 

Sufpicion,  fear,  and  wonder,  and  miflrufl:. 
Rife  in  each  anxious  thought. 

Tigranes, 

But  did’fl;  thou  fee 
The  ceremony  clos’d  ? 


Zo^ 
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ZOPIROX. 

I did  : at  flrfl: 

All  Dale  and  tremblino;  Ariana  fbood. 

Then  more  collected^  with  undaunted  ftep 
She  to  the  altar  bore  the  nuptial  cup. 

There  reverent  bow’d^  and  ‘‘  hear  ye  gods,”  hie  laid, 
Hear  and  record  the  purpofe  of  my  foul.” 

VTtli  trembling  lips  tiien  kifs’d  the  facred  vaug 
And  as  our  country’s  fo'emn  rites  require. 

Drank  of  the  facred  bev^’rage  ; from  her  hand 
The  King  receiv’d  it,  and  with  eager  joy. 

As  to  his  foul  he  took  the  nectar’d  draught. 

With  ilediait  eye  fne  view’d  him,  w hint  a fmile 
Oi  lickly  joy  gleam’d  faintly  o’er  her  vifage. 


Tigranes. 

Well,  die’s  our  Queen,  the  diadem  is  hers  ! 


ZOPIRON-. 

How  long  to  wear  it,  Heav’n  alone  can  tell. 

\^ke  hackjeeus  drazvs^  and  dijeevers  the-  King's  fa~ 
"cillicn^  vjith  an  altar,  and  fire  blazing  on  it  j Jofit 
mpjlck  is  'flay'd,  and  they  come  forward. 

Pharasmanes  and  Zenobia. 
Pharasmanes. 

At  length  my  Ariana’s  foft  coirspliance 
Endears  the  prefent  blifs,  and  gives  an  earned: 

Of  joy  to  brighten  a long  train  of  years. 


Zenobia. 


Alas ! fond  man  expiates  oft  in  fancy, 


Uncon-^ 
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Unconfcioiis  of  the  fates,  and  oft  in  thought 
Anticipates  a blifs  he  ne’er  enjoys, 

Pharasmanes. 

Away  with  gloomy  care ; for  thou  ar’t  mine. 

Thou,  Ariana  ! all  our  future  days 

Shall  Ifnile  with  gay,  with  ever-young  defire. 

And  not  a cloud  o’ercaft  the  bright  ferene. 

Zenobia. 

And  does  thy  penetrating  eye  pervade 
What  time  has  yet  in  ftore  ? 

Pharasmanes. 

Why  doll  thou  afic  ? 


Zenobia. 

I have  been  us’d  to  grief : releafe  the  Roman, 
And  give  him  hence  fafe  conduct  to  his  friends  5 
I then  fliall  be  at  peace. 

Pharasmanes. 

Beware,  beware  ! 

Nor  rouze  again  the  pangs,  that  fire  a foul, 
Which  fiercely  doats  like  mine. 

Zenobia. 

Difmifs  him  hence; 

Give  him  his  life ; it  was  your  marriage  vow. 
Grant  me  one  interview,  one  little  hour. 

In  that  poor  fpace  I can  crowd  ail  that’s  left  me 
Of  love,  and  tendernefs,  and  fond  concern. 
Before  we  part  for  ever. 

Pharasmanes. 


Fond  concern ! 


And 


SOO 


2 E N O B I A, 

And  love,  and  tendernefs  ! that  look  betrays 
The  fecret  workings  of  a heart  eiirang'd  I 
And  fhall  the  man,  who  dares  difpute  my  love. 
Shall  the  Ilave  breathe  a moment  ? hafte/FigraneSi 
And  fee  immediate  execution  on  him. 

[Exit  TigrarieSi 

Zenobia. 

Oh  ! fl:ay  Tigranes— -barb’rous  man,  recall 
The  horrid  mandate. 

Pharasmaxes. 

By  Immortal  love, 

I fee  the  Have  ftill  triumphs  in  your  hearti 
Zenobia  o 

Oh  ! fpare  him,  fpare  him. ; by  the  vital  air. 

By  your  own  promis’d  faith [Kneels  to  hrn^ 

Pharasmaxes* 

Since  lov’d  by  thee. 

His  doom  is  doubly  feal’d. 

Zenobia* 

You  fhali  not  fly  me  *. 

Now  tear  me,  drag  me  groveling  in  the  duft, 

Tear  off  thefe  hands  3 tear,  tear  me  piece-meal  firfti 

Pharasmaxes* 

Nay,  then  fince  force  mulf  do  it.  [Shakes  her  off» 


Zenobia. 

[She  lies  Jlr etch'd  on  the  ground. 

Pha- 


Barb’rous  tyrant  1 
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Pharasmanes. 

1 go  to  fee  the  minion  of  your  heart 
Expire  in  pangs  before  me.  Ha  !— what  means 
This  more  than  winter’s  froll  that  chills  my  veins? 

Z E N o B r A . ( Looking  up ) 

That  groan  revives^  and  calls  me  back  to  life ! 

Pharasmanes. 

I cannot  move— each  vital  funflion’s  lofl; 

The  purple  current  of  my  blood  is  fiiopt ; 

I freeze  \ I burn  \ oh  [ ’tis  the  ftroke  of  death. 

\F alls  on  the  ground. 

Zenobia.  (Rlfing) 

Yes,  tyrant,  yes;  it  is  the  ilroke  of  death : 

And  I inflict  it ; I have  done  it  ail. 

Pharasmanes. 

Pernicious  trait’refs  1 thou  I 

Zenobia. 

My  vengeance  did  it ! 

Zenobia’s  vengeance  ! — kis  Zenobia  firikes  ! 
Zenobia  executes  her  juftice  on  thee  I 

Pharasmanes. 

Oh  ! direj  accurft  event  1— ar’t  thou  Zenobia  ? 
Zenobia. 

Yes,  thou  fell  monfter,  know  me  for  Zenobia! 
Know  the  ambaffador  is  Rhadamiftus  ! 

Idafce  thee,  Zopiron,  and  proclaim  him  King. 

\Exit  Zopiron. 

D d Rha- 
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Pharasmanes. 

May  curfes  light  upon  thee— oh  ! I die. 

And  racks  and  wheels  disjoint  me. 

Zenobia. 

Writhe  in  torment, 

In  fiercer  pangs  than  my  dear  father  knew. 

But  I revenge  his  death  j I dafli’d  the  cup 
With  precious  poifon  !— f a flonrifro  of  trumpets ) ha  ! 
—now  tyrant  wake. 

And  hear  thofe  founds-— my  Rhadamiftus  reigns ! 


Pharasmanes. 

What  and  no  help !— it  is  too  late— the  fates. 

The  fiends  furround  me ; more  than  Etna’s  fires 
Burn  in  my  veins— yet  Keav’n— no— ’tis  in  vain; 

1 cannot  rife— my  crimes— my  tenfold  cnirics— 
They  pull,  they  plunge  me  down,  down  headlong— 
oh ! , {Dies, 

Zenobia. 

Shade  of  my  father  view  your  daughter  now  ! 

Behold  her  flruggling  in  a righteous  caufe  ! 

Behold  her  conquering  in  the  tyrant’s  camp  ! 

Behold  your  murd’rer  leveil’d  in  the  dull:  I 

A Jecond  flour ifo  of  trumpets, 

Rhadamistus.  (Within  the fcenes) 

W^here  is  Zenobia? 


Zenobia. 


Rhadamiilus,  here  ! 


Enter 
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Enter  Rhadamistus,  Teribazus,  Megistus, 

ZoPIRONj 

Rhadamiste^s. 

Oh ! Jet  me,  let  me  thus,  thus  pour  my  foul. 

Thus  Ipealv  my  joy,  tlius  melt  within  thy-arms. 

Zenobia. 

My  lord  ! my  life,  my  Rhadamiflus  !— come. 

Grow  to  my  heart,  that  bounds  and  fprings  to  meet  thee. 

Rhadamistus. 

Once  more  reviv’d  and  fnatch’d  again  from  death 
Thus  do  I fee  thee  ?--~thefe  are  fpeechlefs  joys, 

And  tears  alone  exprefs  them. 

Zenobia. 

Have  I fav’d  thee  ? 

Ail-gracious  gods  ! ’tis  rapture  in  th’  extreme ! 
Rhadamistus. 

My  fweet  deliverer  ! my  all  of  biifs ! 

Zenobia. 

Oh  ! it  is  joy  too  exquifite  !— and  yet 
Grief  will  imbitter  ecftacy  like  this ! 

There  lies  your  father ! 

Rhadamistus. 

All  his  crimes 

Be  buried  with  him  ’.—nature  will  have  way. 

And  o’er  his  corfe  thus  fheds  the  filial  tear. 

Teribazus. 

Oh  ! that  my  tears  could  wafli  away  his  flains ! 
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Zexobia. 

Vv"ilt  thou  forgive  his  murderer  ? 

Rhadamjstus. 

For  thee, 

Befet  with  v/rongs,  and  injur’d  as  thou  wer’t. 

In  ev’ry  region  fame  ihali  clap  her  v/ings, 

And  the  recording  mufe  applaud  ihy  virtue. 

Zenobta. 

If  thou  forgiv’ft  me,  I am  blefs’d  indeed ! 

Now  v/e  Inail  part  no  mere — Megifius  too  ! 

Thou  good  old  man  !— let  me  embrace  thee— ha ! 

' Megistus. 

The  blood  forfakes  her  cheek]  her  eyes  are  fix’d  !— 


Zenobia. 

Support  mie— -help  me— oh  ! I die— I die. 

\_FaIIs  in  Megiftus’  arms, 

Rhadamistus. 

Revive  my  love  ] thy  Rhadamiftus  thus. 

Thus  calls  your  flutt’ring  fpirit  back  to  life. 

Zenobia. 

It  will  not  be— -the  toil  of  life  is  o’er— 

My  RliadamifLUs—  \_Sinks  down  on  the  ground, 

Rhadamistus, 

Mufc  I lofe  thee  then  ^ 


Zenobia. 

Ch  ! the  envenom’d  cup  !— -the  marriage  rites 

Requir’d 
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Requir’d  that  I fiiould  drink  it  fird:  myfelf : \ 

There  was  no  ot^lCr  way ; I did  it  freely  ^ 

To  fave  thy  life  ^ to  lave  thee  for  my  child. 


Rhadamistus. 

Is  there  no  antidote  to  Hop  the  courfe 
Of  this  vile  poifon  ? 


Zlnobia. 

None— it  rages  now  ; 

It  rages  thro’  my  veins ; my  eyes  grow  dim  ; 
They’re  loll  in  darknefs— -oh  !-— I cannot  fee  thee. 
Where  art  thou,  Rhadamifeus  ?— muit  1 breathe 
Longer  in  life,  and  never  fee  thee  more ! 

And  are  my  eyes  forbid  one  dear  farewell  ? 

Oh  ! cruel  liars  !— -mufc  they  net  fix  on  thee 
The  lafe  expiring  glance  ? 

Rhadamistus. 

Relentlefs  pov/rs  ! 

There  lies  Zenobia  ! — round  that  pallid  beauty 
Call  your  a^therial  holl,  each  winged  virtue. 

Call  ev’ry  angel  down,  bid  ’em  behold 
That  matchlefs  excellence,  and  then  refufe 
Soft  pity  if  they  can ! 

Zenobia. 

Megifius,  feek  my  child. 

And  bring  him  to  his  father— Pdnadamillus, 

Wilt  thou  prote6l  him  ?— My  fweet  orphan-babe 
I leave  thee  too  ! — oh  ! train  him  up  in  virtue  : 
Wilt  thou  be  fond  of  him  ? a mother’s  fondnefs 
My  child  Ihould  meet— oh  ! raife  me,  Rhadamiuus; 
Give  me  thy  hand— my  little  infant— -oh  !— 

[Dies, 
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Rpiadamistus. 

Tears,  you  do  well  to  flop ; your  wretched  drops 
Are  unavailing  at  a fi^ht  like  this  ! 

And  art  thou  gone  ?— ah  ! thus  defac’d  and  pale. 
Thus  do  I fee  thee  ? — is  that  ghaflly  form 
All  that  is  left  me  of  thee  ?— give  me  daggers. 
Give  me  Ibme  inflant  means  of  death,  my  friends. 
That  I may  throw  this  load  of  life  away. 

And  let  our  hearts  be  both  inurn’d  together. 

Teribazus. 

Live,  live  my  brother,  for  your  infant  fon ; 

Let  him  prevail. 


Rhadamistus. 

Inhuman  that  thou  art ! 

Think  you  I’ll  ftay  imprifon’d  here  in  life. 

When  there— behold  her— how  flie  fmiles  in  death ! 
When  there  that  form— think  ye  I’ll  linger  here  ? 
Dead,  dead  Zenobia !— flill  I have  thee  thus  ! 

You  ne’er  fliall  part  us — this  at  lead  I’ll  hold. 

And  ding  for  ever  to  thefe  pale,  pale  charms ; 

Here  breathe  my  lad,  and  faithfull  dill  in  death. 
Love  fnali  unite  us  in  one  peaceful'  grave. 

Teribazus. 

Bring  ev’ry  aid,  all  medicinal  fkill, 

To  give  each  lenient  balm  to  woes  like  his. 

From  thee  ambition,  what  misfortunes  flow  ? 
To  thee  what  varied  ills  v/eak  mortals  owe  ? 

’Tw'as  this  for  years  laid  defolate  the  land. 

And  arm’d  againd  a fon  the  father’s  hand ; 

To  black  defpair  poor  iod  Zenobia  drove  3 
The  haplefs  viclim  of  difadrous  love  ! 


E P I- 
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Written  by  DAVID  GARRICK,  Efq; 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  A B I N G T O N. 

(She  peeps  thro’  the  Curtain.) 

good  folks? — In  tears  for  certain^ 
ril  only  take  a Peep  behind  the -Curtain; 
7'oure  all  fo  full  of  tragedy  ^ and  fadnejs  ! 

For  me  to  come  among  ye^  would  be  madnefs : 

Fhis  is  no  time  for  giggling — when  youve  leifiirey 
Call  out  for  me^  and  Fll  attend  your  fleajure  ; 

As  foldiers  hurry  at  the  heat  of  drum. 

Beat  hut  your  hands,  that  infant  I will  come. 


[Sh 


enters  upon  their  clapping. 


Fhis  is  fo  good,  to  call  me  out  fo  foon— 

The  Comic  Muse  hy  me  intreats  a boon  ; 

She  call'd  Pritchard^  her  fir f maid  of  honour^ 

And  hegg'd  of  her  to  take  the  tafk  upon  her , 

But  foe, — Fm  fure  you  ll  all  he  forry  for' t, 

Refigns  her  place,  and  foon  retires  from  court: 

T 0 hear  this  lofs,  we  courtiers  make  a foift. 

When  good  folks  leave  us,  worfe  may  have  a lift. 

The  Comic  Muse^  whofe  cv'ry  fmilc  is  grace,  ,1 
And  her  Sage  Sister,  with  her  tragic  face,  p 

Have  had  a quarrel each  has  writ  a C.ase  j 

And  on  their  friends  afemhled  now  I wait. 

To  give  you  their  difference  A true  State. 
Melpomene,  co'mplains  when  foe  appears. 

For  five  good  alls,  in  all  her  pomp  of  tears, 

* Alluding  to  the  difpiUe  between  the  Managers  of  Covent- 
Garden  Theatre,  who,  at  that  tune,  had  printed  their  Cases. 
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^0  raije  your  foulsy  and  with  her  raptures  wing  'eniy 
Nay  wet  your  handkerchiefs ^ that  you  may  wring  'em ; 
Some  flippant  huffey^  like  myfelf  comes  in  ; 

Crack  goes  her  fan,  and  with  a giggling  grin. 

Hey!  Presto  pass/ — all  topfy  turvy  fee. 

And,  OH  ! OH  ! oh  ! is  chang'd  to  he,  he,  he  ! 

IVe  own  the  fault,  hut  'tis  a fault  in  vogue, 

^Ns  theirs,  who  call  and  bawl  for — Epilogue  ! 

01  ffjame  upon  you— for  the  time  to  come. 

Know  better,  and  go  miferable  home. 

What  Jays  our  Comic  Goddess  ? — with  reproaches, 
She  vows  her  Sister  Tragedy  encroaches  ! 

And  Jpite  of  all  her  virtue,  and  armbition. 

Is  known  to  have  an  am'rous  dijpofition : 

For  in  False  Y)Y.i.\cxzY—wonddrous  fiy, 

Join'd  with  a certain  Irishman — 0 fyel 
She  made  you,  when  you  ought  to  laugh,  to  cry.—  j 
Her  fifter's  Jtniles  with  tears  foe  try' d to  Jmother,  ^ 
Rais'd  Juch  a tragi- comic  kind  of  pother,  j; 

You  laugh'd  with  one  eye,  while  you  cry'd  with  o'ther.  j 
What  can  be  done  ?— fad  work  behind  the  fcenes  1 
Fhere  comic  females  Jcold  with  tragic  queens. 

Each  party  different  ways  the  foe  ajfails, 

Fhefe  fhake  their  daggers,  thoje  prepare  their  nails, 

^Tis  YOU  alone  muft  calm  their  dire  ^nifoaps. 

Or  we  foall  fill  continue  pulling  caps. 

What  is  your  will  ? — I read  it  in  your  faces ; 1 

Fhat  all  hereafter  take  their  proper  places,  ( 

Shake  hands,  and  kijs  and  friends,  and—^v^^  their  f 
CASES.  J 
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Quo  non  penetrat,  aut  quid  non  excogitat  pietas, 
quse  in  carcere  fervand^e  genetricis  novam  rationem 
invenit  ? Quid  enim  tarn  inufitatum^  quid  tarn  in- 
auditum,  quam  matrem  nat^e  uberibus  alitam  ? Pu- 
taret  aliquis  hoc  contra  rerum  naturam  fadlum,  nifi 
diligere  parentes  prima  nature  lex  effet. 

^ Yal.  Maxim,  lib.  5.  c.  4. 
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Spoken  by  Mr.  W E S T O N. 

lie  peeps  in  at  the  Stage  Door. 

muftc  I ! Have  you  more  to  'play  ? 

Somewhat  Fd  offer-- -flop  your  cat-gut ^ pray. 
Will  you  permit^  and  not  pronounce  me  rude^ 

A hookjeller  one  moment  to  intrude  P 
Ny  name  is  Foolfcap  ':—'all  my  troubles  paft. 

Fortune  hath  given  me  a rare  helping  cajl. 

Fb  all  my  toils  a wife  hath  put  a flop: 

A devil  firft’,  hut  now  I keep  a floop. 

My  mafter  died^  poor  man  I he's  out  of  print! 

His  widow ^ flee  had  eyes  and  took  my  hint, 

A prey  to  griefs  fbe  could  not  hear  to  he^ 

And  Jo  turn'd  over  a new  leaf  with  me. 

I drive  a trade ; have  authors  in  my  pay^ 

Men  of  all  work,  per  week;  per  fleet,  per  day: 
Trav’llerSj  who  not  one  foreign  country  know: 
And^AST'KAh  PoETSj  in  the  found  of  Bow. 
Translators,  from  the  Greek  they  never  read-, 
Cantabs  and  Sophs,  in  Covent-Garden  bred. 
Historians,  who  can't  write-,  who  only  take 
Scijfars  and  paft  e-,  cut,  vamp-,  a hook  they  make: 

Fve  treated  for  this  play can  buy  it  too. 

If  I could  learn  what  you  intend  to  do. 

If  for  nine  nights  you!  ll  bear  this  tragic  ftuff ; 
i have  a newfpaper,  and  there  can  puff. 

A newfpaper  does  veonders ! none  can  he 
In  debt,  in  love,  dependent,  or  quite  free. 

Ugly  or  hamdfome,  well,  or  ill  in  bed. 

Single  or  married,  or  alive  or  dead. 

But  we  give  life,  death,  virtue,  vice  with  eafe ; 

In  ftjort  a newfpaper  does  what  we  pleafe. 


Fhere  jealous  authors  at  each  other  hark-,  1 

Fill  Fruth  leaves  not  one  glmpfe,  ?io,  hot  one fpark-, 

But  lies  meet  liesi  and joftle  in  the  dark,  J 
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Our  hard  within  has  often  felt  the  dart 
Sent  from  our  quiver,  levelVd  at  his  heart, 

Fve  prefs'd  him,  ere  he  plays  this  defp'rate  game^ 

F 0 anfwer  all,  and  vindicate  his  name. 

But  he  convinc'd  that  all  but  truth  mufl  die. 

Leaves  to  its  own  mortality  the  lie. 

Would  any  know,  while  parties  fight  pell-mell, 

How  he  employs  his  pen? — his  play  will  tdl. 

Lo  that  he  trufts  that  he fuhmits  to  you. 

Am' d at  your 'tend' reft  feelings,  moral,  new. 

Lhe  fcenes,  he  hopes,  will  dravo  the  heamt-felt  tear 
Scenes  that  come  home  to  ev'ry  hofom  here. 

If  this  will  do.  I'll  run  and  buy  it  ftraight',  "j 

Stay  let  me  fee  \ I think  I'd  better  wait : 

Yes  -,  I'll  lie  fnug,  till  you  have  fix'd  it's  fate.  j 


Dramatis  Perfonas. 


Dionysius, 

Evander, 

PlIILOTAS, 

Melanthon, 

Phocion, 

Arcas, 

Greek  Herald, 
Calippus, 

Greek  Soldier, 
Officer, 

Euphrasia, 

Erixene, 
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Mr.  Palmer. 
Mr.  Barry. 
Mr.  Reddish. 
Mr.  Aickin. 
Mr.  J.  Aickin. 
Mr.  Hurst. 
Mr.  Packer. 
Mr.  InckbalDo 
Mr.  Davies. 
Mr.  Wheeler,- 

Mrs.  Barry. 
Mifs  Platt. 
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ACT  the  FIRST. 

Enter  Melanthon,  and  Philotas. 
Melanthon. 

"Y” E Tj  yet  a moment  s hear,  Phiiotas,  hear  me=? 
Philotas. 

No  more ; it  m.iifl  not  be. 

Melanthon. 

Obdurate  man ; 

Thus  wilt  thou  fpurn  me,  when  a King  dillreiVdf 
A good,  a virtuous,  venerable  King, 

The  father  of  his  people,  from  a throne 
Which  long  with  ev’ry  virtue  he  adorn'd. 

Torn  by  a ruflian,  by  a tyrant’s  hand. 

Groans  in  captivity  ? In  his  own  palace 
Lives  a fequeiter’d  prifoner  P Oh  ! Philotas, 

If  thou  haft  not  renounc’d  humanity  i 
Let  me  behold  my  fovereign ; once  again 
Admit  me  to  liis  prefence  3 let  me  fee 
My  royal  maher. 


Philotas. 

1 

Urge  thy  fuit  no  further  j 


Thy 
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Thy  words  are  fruitlcfs ; Dionyfius’  orders 
Forbid  accefs ; he  is  our  fov’rdgn  now; 

"Tis  his  to  give  the  law^  mine  to  obey. 

Melanthon. 

Thou  can'fl  not  mean  it : his  to  give  the  law ! 
Detefted  fpoiler  ! — his  ! a vile  ufurper  ! 

Have  we  forgot  the  elder  Dionyfius, 

Surnam’d  the  Tyrant  ? To  Sicilia’s  throne 
The  monfter  waded  thro’  whole  feas  of  blood. 
Sore  groanVi  the  land  beneath  his  iron  rod. 

Till  rous’d  at  length  Evander  came  from  Greece, 
Like  Freedom’s  Genius  came,  and  fent  the  tyrant 
Stript  of  the  crown,  and  to  his  humble  rank 
Once  more  reduc’d,  to  roam,  for  vile  fubfiftence,* 
A wandering  fophiit  thro’  the  realms  of  Greece; 

Philotas. 

Melanthon,  yes ; full  clearly  I remember 
The  fplendid  day,  when  all  rejoicing  Sicily 
Hail’d  her  deliverer. 

Melanthon. 

Shall  the  tyrant’s  fon 

Deduce  a title  from  the  father’s  guilt  ? 

Philotas,  thou  wert  once  the  friend  of  goodnefs ; 
Thou  art  a Greek ; fair  Corinth  gave  thee  birth ; 

I mark’d  thy  growing  youth ; I need  not  tell. 
With  what  an  equal  fvvay  Evander  reign’d. 

How  juftj  how  upright,  generous  and  good  ! 
From  ev’ry  region  bards  and  fages  came ; 

Whate’er  of  fcience  ancient  Egypt  ftor’d  ; 

All  that  the  Fail  had  treafur’d ; all  that  Greece 
Of  moral  v/ifdom  taught,  and  Plato’s  voice. 

Was  heard  in  Sicily.  Shall  Dionyhus 
Extinguifli  ev’ry  virtue  in  the  land. 


Bow 
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Bow  to  his  yoke  the  necks  of  freeborn  men. 

And  here  perpetuate  a tyrant’s  reign  ? 

Philotas. 

Whate’er  his  right,  to  him  in  Syracufe 

All  bend  the  knee  ^ his  the  fiipreme  dominion. 

And  death  and  torment  wait  his  fovereign  nod. 

Melanthon. 

But  foon  that  pow’r  fhall  ceafe  : behold  his  walls 
Now  clofe  encircled  by  the  Grecian  bands ; 
Timoleon  leads  them  on ; indignant  Corinth 
Sends  her  avenger  forth,  array’d  in  terror. 

To  hurl  ambition  from  a throne  ufurp’d. 

And  bid  all  Sicily  refume  her  rights. 

Philotas. 

Thou  wert  a ftatefman  once,  Melanthon ; now. 
Grown  dim  with  age,  thy  eye  pervades  no  more 
The  deep-laid  fehemes  which  Dionyfius  plans. 
Know  then,  a fleet  from  Carthage  even  now 
Stems  the  rough  billow ; and,  ere  yonder  fun. 

That  now  deciming  feeks  the  Wefiern  w'ave. 

Shall  to  the  lhadcs  of  nio:ht  rcfiffn  the  world, 
Thou’it  fee  the  Punic  fails  in  yonder  bay, 

Whofe  waters  wadi  the  walls  of  Syracufe. 

Melanthon. 

Art  thou  a ftranger  to  Timoleon’s  name  ? 

Intent  to  plan,  and  circumfpe6l  to  fee 
Ail  pofllbie  events,  he  ruilies  on 
RefiiLlefs  in  his  courfe  1 Your  boafted  mailer 
Scarce  ftands  at  b-..y;  each  hour  the  frrong  blockade 
Hems  him  in  clofer,  and  ere  long  thoii’it  view 
Oppreifion’s  i;on  re.d  to  fragments  diiver’d ! 

Hie  good  Evander  then’'— 


Phi- 
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Philotas. 

Alas,  Evandcr 

Will  ne’er  behold  the  golden  time  you  look  for ! 
Melanthon. 

How  ! not  behold  it ! Say,  Philotas,  fpeak ; 

Has  the  fell  tyrant,  have  his  felon  murderers— 

Philotas. 

As  yet,  my  friend,  Evander  lives. 

Melanthon. 

And  yet 

Thy  dark  half-hinted  purpofe— lead  me  to  him; 

If  thou  haft  murder’d  him 

Philotas. 

By  Heav’n,  he  lives. 

Melanthon, 

Then  blefs  me  with  one  tender  interview. 

Thrice  has  the  fun  gone  down,  fince  laft  thefe  eyes 
Have  feen  the  good  old  King;  fay,  why  is  this? 
Wherefore  debar’d  his  prefence?  Thee,  Philotas, 
The  troops  obey,  that  guard  the  royal  pris’ner; 

\ Each  avenue  to  thee  is  open;  thou 

Can’ll  grant  admittance ; let  me,  let  me  fee  him. 

Philotas. 

Entreat  no  more ; the  foul  of  Dionyfius 
Is  ever  wakeful ; rent  with  all  the  pangs 
That  wait  on  confcious  guilt. 

Melanthon, 

But  when  dun  night 
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Philotas. 

Alas  1 it  cannot  be  : but  mark  my  words. 

Let  Greece  ui*ge  on  her  general  allault. 

Difpatch  fom.(T friend,  who  may  o’er-leap  the  walls, 
And  tell  Timoleon,  the  good  old  Evander 
Has  liv’d  three  days,  by  Dionyfius’  order, 

Lock’d  up  from  ev’ry  fuflenance  of  nature. 

And  life,  now  wearied  out,  almoid  expires, 

Melanthon. 

If  any  fpark  of  virtue  dwell  within  thee. 

Lead  me,  Philotas,  lead  me  to  his  prifon. 

Philotas. 

The  tyrant’s  jealous  care  hath  mov’d  him  thence, 
Melanthon. 

Ha ! nsov’d  hirn,  fay’il  thou  ? 

Philotas. 

:At  the  midnight  hour. 

Silent  convey’d  him  up  the  fceep  afcent, 

To  where  the  elder  Dionyfius  form’d. 

On  the  fliarp  fummit  of  the  pointed  rock. 

Which  overhangs  the  deep,  a dungeon  drear  i 
Cell  within  cell,  a labyrinth  of  horror. 

Deep  cavcrn’d  in  the  cliff,  where  many  a wretch^ 
Unieen  by  mortal  eye,  has  groan’d  in  anguifn. 
And  died  obfcure,  unpitied,  and  unknown. 

Melanthon. 

' Clandeffine  murderer!  Yes,  there’s  the  fcene 
Of  horrid  maffacre.  Full  oft  iVe  walk’d, 

\Vhen  all  things  lay  in  fleep  and  darknefs  hufli’ff 
Yes,  oft  I’ve  walk’d  the  lonely  fuilcn  beach, 

^ VoL.  h F f 
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And  heard  the  mournful  found  of  many  a corfc 
Plung’d  from  the  rock  into  the  wave  beneath, 

That  murmurs  on  the  fliore.  And  means  he  thus 
To  end  a monarch’s  life  ? Oh  ! grant  my  pray’r  ^ 

My  timely  fuccour  may  prote6l  his  days  ; 

The  guard  is  yours 

Philotas. 

Forbear;  thou  plead’fl:  in  vain; 

And  though  I feel  foft  pity  throbbing  here ; 
Though  each  emotion  prompts  the  gen’rous  deed, 
I mufi:  not  yield ; it  were  alTur’d  ddlrudtion  ; 
Farewell,  difpatch  a melTage  to  the  Greeks ; 

I’ll  to  my  Ration ; now  thou  know’fl:  the  Vv^orft. 

[Exit, 

Melanthon. 

Oh  ! loR  Evander  ! Loft  Euphrafia  too  ! 

How  will  her  gentle  nature  bear  the  Ihock 
Of  a dear  father,  thus  in  ling’ring  ’pangs 
A prey  to  famine,  like  the  verrieft  wretch 
Whom  the  hard  hand  of  Mifery  hath  grip’d  ! 

In  vain  Ihe’ll  rave  with  impotence  of  forrow ; 
Perhaps  provoke  her  fate : Greece  arms  in  vain ; 
All’s  loft ; Evander  dies  ! 

Enter  Calippus. 

Calippus. 

Where  is  the  King  ? 

Our  troops,  that  fallied  to  attack  the  foe. 

Retire  difordered ; to  the  eaftern  gate 

The  Greeks  purfue ; Timoleon  rides  in  blood  ! 

Arm,  arm,  and  meet  their  fury. 

Melanthon. 


To  the  citadel 


Diretft 
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Direft  thy  footfleps  ; Dionyfius  there 
Marfnals  a chofen  band.- 

Calippus. 

Do  thou  call  forth 

Thy  hardy  veterans ; hafte,  or  all  is  lofl: ! [ExI/, 
^ \Warlike  mufic. 


Melanthon. 

Now>  ye  jufl  Gods,  now  look  propitious  downs 
Now  give  the  Grecian  fabre  tenfold  edge. 

And  fave  a virtuous  King  ! 

\Warlike  mufic^ 

Enter  Euphrasia. 

Euphrasia. 

War  on,  ye  heroes. 

Ye  great  affertors  of  a monarch’s  caufe  ! 

Let  the  wild  tempefl;  rage.  Melanthon,  ha ! 

Dicl’il:  thou  not  hear  the  vafl:  tremenduous  roar? 
Down  tumbling  from  it’s  bafe  the  eaftern  tow’r, 
Buril:  on  the  tyrant’s  ranks,  and  on  the  plain 
Lies  an  extended  ruin. 

Melanthon. 

Still  new  horrors 

Increafe  each  hour,  and  gather  round  our  heads, 
Euphrasia. 

The  glorious  tumult  lifts  my  tow’ring  foul. 

Once  more,  Melanthon,  once  again,  my  father 
Shall  mount  Sicilia’s  throne. 

Melanthon, 

Ff  a 


Alas ! that  hour 
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Would  come  with  joy  to  ev’ry  honeft  heart. 

Would  fhed  divineil  blelTings  from  its  wing  3 
But  no  fuch  hour  in  all  the  round  of  time, 

I fear,  the  fates  averfe  will  e’er  lead  on. 

Euphrasia. 

And  ftill,  Melanthon,  ftill  does  pale  defpair 
Deprefs  thy  fpirit  ? Lo  ! Timoleon  comes 
Arm’d  with  the  pow’r  of  Greece^  the  brave,  the  jufl, 
God-like  Tiimoieon  ! ardent  to  redrefs. 

He  guides  the  war,  and  gains  upon  his  prey. 

A little  interval  diall  fet  the  viblor 
Within  our  gates  triumphant. 

\ 

Melanthon. 

Still  my  fears 

Forbode  for  thee.  W ould  thou  hadft  left  this  place. 
When  hence  your  hufband,  the  brave  Phocion  lied. 
Fled  with  your  infant  fon ! 

Euphrasia, 

In  duty  fix’d, 

Flere  I remain’d,  while  my  brave  gen’rous  Phocion, 
Fled  with  my  child,  and  from  his  mother’s  arms' 
Bore  my  fweet  little  one.  Full  well  thou  know’fc 
RFie  pangs  I fuffer’d  in  that  trying  moment. 

Did  I not  weep  ? Did  I not  rave  and  fhriek. 

And  by  the  roots  tear  my  difnevell’d  hair  ? 

Did  I not  follow  to  the  fea-beat  fliore, 

Kefolv’d  with  him  and  with  my  blooming  boy 
To  trufl  the  winds  and  waves  ^ 


Melanthon, 

Deem  not,  Enphrafia, 

I e’er  can  doubt  thy  confLancy  and  love. 
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Euphrasia. 

Melanthon,  how  I loved^  the  Gods  who  favr 
Each  fecret  image  that  my  fancy  form’d. 

The  Gods  can  witnefs  how  I lov’d  my  Phocion, 
And  yet  I went  not  with  him.  Could  I do  it  ? 
Could  I defert  my  father  ? Could  I leave 
The  venerable  man,  who  gave  me  being, 

A viflim  here  in  Syracufe,  nor  flay 
To  watch  his  fate,  to  vifit  his  affliction. 

To  cheer  his  priibn  hours,  and  with  the  tear 
Of  filial  virtue  bid  ev’n  bondage  fmile  ? 

Melanthon, 

The  pious  aT,  whate’er  the  fates  intend. 

Shall  merit  heart-felt  praife. 

Euphrasia, 

Yes,  Phocion,  go. 

Go  with  my  child,  torn  from  this  matron  bread:. 
This  breaft  that  Itill  fhould  yield  it’s  nurture  to  him. 
Fly  with  my  infant  to  fome  happier  fhore. 

If  he  be  fafe,  Euphrafia  dies  content. 

Till  that  fad  dole  of  all,  the  tafle  be  mine 
I'o  tend  a father  v/itli  delighted  care. 

To  fiPiOoth  the  pillow  of  declining  age. 

See  him  fink  gradual  into  mere  decay, 

On  the  laft  verge  of  life  watch  ev’ry  look. 

Explore  each  fond  unutterable  v/iih, 

Catcii  his  laft  breath,  and  clofe  his  eyes  in  peace. 

Melanthoist. 

I would  not  add  to  my  affliclions  ; yet 

Jvly  heart  mifgives  3 Evander’s  fatal  period-— 


Eu*^ 


I'll 


The  GRECIAN  DAUGHTER 


Euphrasia. 

Still  is  far  oft ; the  Gods  have  fent  relief. 
And  once  a^ain  I fnaii  behold  him  Kin^-. 

o o 


Melanthon. 

Alas  ! thofe  glitt’iing  hopes  but  lend  a ray 
To  gild  the  giouds,  that  hover  o’er  your  head, 

Scon  to  rain  forrow  down,  and  plunge  you  deeper 
In  black  defpair. 

' Euphrasia. 

The  fpirit-Eirring  virtue. 

That  glov\^s  wiihin  me,  ne’er  fhali  knov/  defpair*. 

No,  I will  truil'  the  Gods.  Defponding  man  ! 

Hail  thou  not  bear'd  with  v/hat  rdifliefs  ardour 
Timoleon  drives  the  turniiit  of  the  war.^ 

Elafc  thou  not  heard  him  tiiund’ring  at  our  gates  ? 
The  tyrant’s  pent  up  in  his  laft  retreat ; 

Anon  thou’lt  fee  his  battlements  in  dull:, 

Idis  wails,  his  ramparts,  and  his  towi's  in  ruin; 
Defti'udHon  pouring  in  on  ev’ry  fide. 

Pride  and  oppredion  at  their  utmoft  need. 

And  nought  to  hive  him  in  his  hopelefs  hour. 

[A flourijh  cf  t?'umpets^ 

Melanthon. 

Ha ! the  fell  tyrant  comes— Beguile  his  rage, 

And  o’er  your  forrows  caft  a dawn  of  gladnefs. 

Enter  Dionysius,  Calippus,  Officers,  Cfr, 

Dionysius. 

The  vain  prefnmptuous  Greek ! His  hopes  of  con- 
qiieh. 

Like  a gay  dream,  are  vanifli’d  into  air. 

Frond]  y 
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Proudly  elate,  and  Hu  fil’d  with  eafy  triumph 
O’er  vulgar  warriors,  to  the  gates  of  Syracufe 
He  urg’d  the  war,  till  Dionyfius’  arm 
Let  daughter  loofe,  and  taught  his  daffard  train 
To  feek  their  fafety  by  inglorious  flight. 

Euphrasia. 

O Dionyfius,  if  diflracling  fears 
Alarm  this  throbbing  bofom,  you  will  pardon 
A frail  and  tender  fex.  Should  ruthlefs  w'ar 
Roam  through  our  ftreets,  and  riot  here  in  blood. 
Where  fliali  the  lofl:  Euphrafla  find  a fh elte r ? 

In  vain  Ihe’li  kneel,  and  clafp  the  facred  altar. 

0 let  me  then,  in  mercy  let  me  feek 

The  gloomy  manfion,  where  my  father  dwells; 

1 die  content,  if  in  his  arms  I perifh. 

Dionysius. 

Thou  lovely  trembler,  hufn  thy  fears  to  refl:. 

The  Greek  recoils ; like  the  impetuous  furge 
That  dafhes  on  the  rock,  there  breaks,  and  foams. 
And  backward  roils  into  the  fea  again. 

All  fhall  be  well  in  Syracufe  : aiieet 
Appears  in  view,  and  brings  the  chofen  fons 
Of  Carthage.  From  the  hill  that  fronts  the  main, 

I faw  their  canvas  fwelling  with  the  wind. 

While  on  the  purple  wave  the  weilern  fun 
Glanc’d  the  remains  of  day. 

EuPHRifsiA. 

Yet  till  the  fury 

Of  war  fubfide,  the  wild,  the  horrid' inten^al 
In  fafety  let  me  foothe  to  dear  delight 
In  a lov’d  father’s  prefence : from  his  fight. 

For  three  long  days,  with  fpecious  feign’d  excufe 
Your  guards  debarr’d  me.  Oh  ! while  yet  he  lives. 

Indulge 
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Indulge  a daughter's  love ; worn  out  with  age 
Soon  mull  he  leal  his  eyes  in  endlefs  night. 

And  with  his  converfe  charm  my  ear  no  more. 

Dionysius. 

Why  thus  anticipate  misfortune  ? Still 
Evander  mocks  the  injuries  of  time. 

Calippus,  thou  furvey  the  city  round ; 

Station  the  centinels,  that  no  furprife 

Invade  the  unguarded  works,  while  drowfy  night 

Weighs  down  the  foldier’s  eye.  Afhifted  fair. 

Thy  couch  invites  thee.  When  the  tumult's  o’erj 
Thou’lt  fee  Evander  with  redoubled  joy. 

Though  now  unequal  to  the  cares  of  empire 
His  age  fequefler  him,  yet  honours  high 
Shall  gild  the  ev'ning  of  his  various  day. 

Euphrasia. 

For  this  benignity  accept  my  thanks. 

Tihey  gufh  in  tears,  and  my  heart  pours  it's  tribute, 

Dionysius. 

Perdiccas,  ere  the  m.orn’s  revolving  light 
Unveil  the  face  of  things,  do  thou  difpatch 
A well-oar’d  galley  to  Hamilcar’s  fleet ; 

At  the  north  point  of  yonder  promontory 
Let  fome  fele6led  officer  inffiru6l  him 
To  moor  his  fnips,  and  iffiue  on  the  land. 

Then  may  Timoleon  tremble  : vengeance  then 
Shall  overwhelm  his  camp,  purfue  his  bands 
With  fatal  havock  to  the  ocean's  margin, 

And  cail:  their  limbs  to  glut  the  vulture’s  famine 
In  mangled  heaps  upon  the  naked  fhore. 

Dionyfius. 

Eu 


Euphrasia,  Melanthon. 
Euphrasia. 

What  do  I hear  ? Melanthon,  can  it  be  ? 

If  Carthage  comes,  if  her  perfidious  fons 
Lift  in  his  caufe,  the  dawn  of  freedom's  gone. 

Melahthox. 

Woe,  bitt'reft  woe  impends ; thou  would'ft  not 
think 


Euphrasia. 

How  ! Ipeak  ! unfold. 

Melanthox. 

My  tongue  denies  it's  office. 

Euphrasia. 

How^  is  my  father  ? Say,  Melanthon 

Melanthon. 

He, 

I fear  to  fhock  thee  with  the  tale  of  horror ! 
Perhaps  he  dies  this  moment.— Since  Timoleon 
Firft  form’d  his  lines  round  this  beleaguer'd  city, 
No  nutriment  has  touch'd  Evander's  lips. 

In  the  deep  caverns  of  the  rock  imprifon’d 
Lie  pines  in  bittereft  want. 

Euphrasia. 

To  that  abode 

Of  woe  and  horror,  that  laft  ftage  of  life, 

Has  the  fell  tyrant  mov'd  him  ? 
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There  fcquefter’d, 

Alas  ! he  foon  muft  perifli. 

Euphrasia. 

Well,  my  heart, 

W di  do  your  vital  drops  forget  to  fiov/. 


Melanthon. 

Enough  his  fword  has  reek’d  with  public  daughter ; 
Now  dark  infidious  deeds  muil  thin  mankind. 

Euphrasia. 

Ch  ! night,  that  oft  haft  heard  my  piercing  fhrieks 
Diiturb  thy  awful  dlence  ; oft  has  heard 
Each  flroke  thefe  hands  in  frantic  forrow  gave 
Erom  this  fad  breail  refounding,  now  no  more 
I mean  to  vent  complaints  i I mean  not  now 
With  bufy  mem’ry  to  retrace  the  wrongs 
I’he  tyrant  heap’d  on  our  devoted  race. 

I bear  it  all  3 with  calmeft  patience  bear  it : 

Refign’d  and  wretched,  defpentte  and  ioil. 

Mel  AN  TK  ox. 

Defpair,  alas  ! is  ail  the  fad  rcfource 
Our  fate  ailow^s  us  now. 

Euphrasia. 

Yet  why  defpair  ? 

Is  that  the  tribute  to  a father  due  ? 

Blood  is  his  due,  Melanthon  3 yes,  the  blood. 

The  vile,  black  blood,  that  nils  the  tyrant's  veins. 
Would  graceful  look  upon  my  dagger’s  point. 
Come,  vengeance,  come,  lhake  off  this  feeble  fcx. 
Sinew  my  arm,  and  guide  it  to  his  heart. 
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And  thon,  O filial  piety,  that  rurfl: 

My  woman’s  brcafr,  turn  to  vindiftive  rage ; 

AlRime  the  port  of  jullice  ^ fhew  mankind 
Tyrannic  guilt  hath  never  dar’d  in  Syracufe, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  virtue, 

Melaxthox. 

Yet  beware; 

Controul  this  frenzy  that  bears  down  your  reafon. 
Surrounded  by  his  giiards,  the  tyrant  modes 
Your  utmofl:  fury ; moderate  your  zeal, 

Nor  let  him  hear  thefe  tranfports  of  the  foul, 

Thefe  wild  upbraidings. 

Euphrasia. 

Shall  Euphrafia’s  voice 

Be  hufh’d  to  filence,  VvEen  a father  dies  ? 

Shall  not  the  monfter  hear  his  deeds  accurff  ? 

Shall  he  not  tremble,  when  a daughter  comes, 

Wild  with  her  griefs,  and  terrible  with  v/rongs, 
Fierce  in  defpair,  all  nature  in  her  canfe 
Alarm’d  and  rouz’d  with  horror  ? Yes,  Melanthon, 
The  ir.an  of  blood  fliali  hear  me  ; yes,  my  voice 
Shall  mount  aloft  upon  the  whirlwind’s  wing. 

Pierce  yon  blue  vault,  and  at  the  throne  of  Heav’a 
Call  down  red  vengeance  on  the  murd’rer’s  head. 
Melanthon  coime ; my  v/rongs  will  lend  me  force  3 
The  weaknefs  of  my  lex  is  gone  ^ this  arm 
Feels  tenfold  ftrength  ; this  arm  Ihali  do  a deed 
For  heav’n  and  earth,  for  men  and  gods  to  wonder  at  1 
d his  arm  lhail  vindicate  a iather’s  caufe. 


End  of  the  FIRS  T A C T. 
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ACT  the  SECOND. 

^ wild  romantic  Scene  amidft  overhanging  Rocks a 
Cavern  on  one  Side, 

’ Arc  AS,  with  a Spear  in  his  Hand. 

TH  E gloom  of  night  fits  heavy  on  the  world ; 

And  o’er  the  folemn  fcene  fiich  ftillnefs  reigns. 
As  ’twere  a paufe  of  nature ; on  the  beach 
No  murmuring  billow  breaks ; the  Grecian  tents 
Lie  funk  in  deep ; no  gleaming  fires  are  feen  \ 

All  Syracufe  is  hufh’d  j no  dir  abroad. 

Save  ever  and  anon  the  dafhing  oar. 

That  beats  the  fullen  wave.  And  hark  !— Was  that- 
I'he  groan  of  anguilh  from  Evander’s  cell, 

Piercino;  the  midniHit  o-loom  ?— It  is  the  found 
of  buftling  prows,  that  cleave  the  briny  deep. 
Perhaps  at  this  dead  hour  Hamilcar’s  fleet 
Rides  in  the  bay. 

Enter  Phil  or  as,  from  the  Cavern. 
Philotas. 

What  ho  ! brave  Areas ! ho  ! 

Arcas. 

Why  thus  defert  thy  couch  ? 

Philotas. 

Me  thought  the  found 

Of  diftant  uproar  chas’d  alTrighted  deep. 


Ar- 
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Arcas, 

At  intervals  the  oar’s  rdbunding  fbroke 
Comes  ecchoing  from  the  main.  Save  that  report, 
A death-like  filence  through  the  wide  expanfe 
Broods  o’er  the  dreary  coait. 

Philotas. 

Do  thou  retire. 

And  feek  repole  ; the  duty  of  thy  v/atch 
Is  now  perform’d ; I take  thy  poll:. 


Arcas. 

How  fares 

Your  royal  pris’ner  ? 

Philotas. 

Arcas,  lhall  I own 

A fecret  weaknefs  ? My  heart  inward  melts 
To  fee  that  fuffering  virtue.  On  the  earth, 

The  cold,  damp  earth,  the  royal  vidtimlies; 

And  while  pale  famine  drinks  his  vital  fpirit, 

Pie  welcomes  death,  and  hiiiles  himfelf  to  reft. 

Oh  ! would  I could  relieve  him  ! 'i'hou  v/ithdraw; 
I'hy  wearied  nature  claims  rcpole ; and  now 
The  watch  is  mine. 


Arcas. 

May  no  alarm  dillurb  thee. 


Ph 


ILOTAS. 


Some  dread  event  is  lab’ring  into  birch. 

At  clofe  of  day  the  fallen  iky  held  forth 

Dnerring  fignals.  ' With  difailrous  glare 

"Ihc  moon’s  full  orb  role  crimfon’d  o’er  witli  blood; 
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And  lo ! athwart  the  gloom  a falling  liar 
Trails  a long  tradt  of  fire  !— What  daring  ftcp 
Sounds  on  the  flinty  rock  ? Stand  there ; what  ho  ! 
Speak,  ere  thou  dar’fl:  advance.  Unfold  thy  purpofe 
Who  and  what  art  thou  ? 

EnUr  Euphrasia,  zvith  a Lan thorn  in  her  Hand. 

Euphrasia. 

Mine  no  hoflile  ftep ; 

I bring  no  valour  to  alarm  thy  fears : 

It  is  a friend  approaches. 

Philotas. 

Ela ! what  mean 
Thofe  plaintive  notes  ? 

Euphrasia. 

Elere  is  no  ambuih’d  Greek, 

No  warrior  to  furprize  thee  on  the  watch. 

An  humble  fuppiiant  comes— Alas  my  ftrength 
Exhaufeed  quite  forfakes  this  weary  fraiiae. 

Philotas. 

\Vhat  voice  thus  piercing  thro’  the  gloom  of  night— 
What  art  thou  ? what  thy  errand?  quickly  fay 
What  v/rctch,  with  what  intent,  at  this  dead  hour— 
Wherefore  alarm’ll:  thou  thus  our  peaceful  watch  ? 

Euphrasia. 

Let  no  miflrufc  aiWight  thee— Lo  ! a wretch, 

The  veriefl:  wretch  that  ever  groan’d  in  anguilh. 
Comes  here  to  grovel  on  the  earth  before  thee. 

To  tell  her  fad,  fad  tale,  implore  thy  aid. 

For  lure  the  pow’r  is  thine,  thou  canfc  relieve 
My  bleeding  heart,  an.i  fofeen  all  pry  woes. 


Phi 
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Philotas. 

Ha ! fure  thofe  accents—  ( takes  the  light  from  her. 

Euphrasia. 

Deign  to  liRen  to  me. 

Philotas. 

Euphrafia  ! 


Euphrasia. 

Yes;  the  lofl,  undone  Euphrafia; 

Supreme  in  wretchednefs ; to  th’  inm.oil  fenfe. 

Here  in  the  quickeft  fibre  of  the  heart. 

Wounded,  transfix’d,  and  tortur’d  to  deftraccion. 

Philotas. 

Why,  princefs,  thus  anticipate  the  dawn  ? 

Still  fleep  and  filence  v/rap  the  weary  w'orld  ; 

The  fbars  in  mid  career  ulurp  the  pole ; 

The  Grecian  bands,  the  winds,  the  waves  are  hufn’d ; 
All  things  are  mute  around  us ; all  but  you 
Reil  in  oblivious  fium’oer  from  their  cares. 

Euphrasia. 

Yes,  all;  all  refl : the  very  murd’rer  fleeps; 

Guilt  is  at  reft : I only  wake  to  milery. 

Philotas. 

\ 

How  didfl  thou  gain  the  fummit  of  the  rock  ? 
Euphrasia. 

Give  me  my  father  ; here  you  hold  him  fetter’d ; 

Oh  ! give  him  to  me in  the  fond  purfuit 
All  pain  and  peril  vanifh ; love  and  duty 
Infpir’d  the  tliought ; defpair  itfelf  gave  courage ; 

i climb’d 
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' I climb’d  the  hard  afcent;  with  painful  toil 
Surmounted  craggy  diiTs,  and  pointed  rocks ; 

What  whii  not  milery  attempt  ?— If  ever 
The  touch  of  nature  throbb’d  within  your  bread. 
Admit  me  to  Evander  ^ in  thefe  caves 
I know"  he  pines  in  want ; let  me  convey 
Some  charitabic  fuccour  to  a father. 

PfllLOTAS. 

Alas ! Euphrafia,  would  I dare  comply. 

Euphrasia. 

It  w"ill  be  virtue  in  thee.  Thou,  like  me, 

Wert  born  in  Greece Oh  1 by  our  common  parent--- 
Nay  day ; thou  fhalt  not  fly ; Philotas  dayj; 

You  have  a father  too ; think  were  his  lot 
Hard  as  Evander’s,  if  by  felon  hands 
Chain’d  to  the  earth,  with  Ilow  confuming  pangs 
He  felt  lharp  want,  and  with  an  aflcing  eye 
Implorki  relief,  yet  cruel  men  deny’d  it, 

Would’d  thou  not  burd  thro’  adamantine  gates, 
Tdiro’  walls  and  rocks,  to  fave  him  ? Think,  Philotas, 
Of  thy  own  aged  fire,  and  pity  mine. 

Think  of  the  agonies  a daughter  feels. 

When  thus  a parent  wants  the  common  food,  ' 
T he  bounteous  hand  of  nature  meant  for  all, 

Philotas, 

TVere  bed  withdraw  thee,  princefs;  thy  afiidance 
E vender  w"ants  not ; it  is  fruitlefs  all ; 

Thy  tears,  thy  wild  entreaties,  are  in  vain, 

Euphrasia. 

Ha  !-— thou  had  murder’d'  him  ; he  is  no  more ; 

I underdand  thee butchers,  you  have  died 
The  precious  drops  of  life;  yet,  e’en  in  death. 

Let  me  behold  liim ; let  a daughter  clofe 
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With  duteous  hand  a father’s  beamlefs  eyes; 

Print  her  lafl  kiiTes  on  his  honour’d  hand. 

And  lay  him  decent  in  the  fhroud  of  death. 

Philotas. 

Alas  ! this  frantic  grief  can  nought  avail. 

Retire,  and  feck  the  couch  of  balmy  deep. 

In  this  dead  hour,  this  feafon  of  repofe*. 

Euphrasia. 

And  dofh  thou  then,  inhuman  that  thou  art ! 

Advife  a wretch  like  me  to  know  repofe  ? 

This  is  my  lafh  abode  : thefe  caves,  thefe  rocks, 

' Shall  ring  for  ever  with  Euphrafia’s  wrongs ; 

Ail  Sicily  diail  hear  me  ^ yonder  deep 
Shall  eccho  back  an  injur’d  daughter’s  caufe; 

Here  will  I dwell,  and  rave,  and  fhriek,  and  give 
Thefe  fcatter’d  locks  to  all  the  palhiig  winds ; 

Call  on  Evander  loll;  and,  pouring  curfes. 

And  cruel  gods,  and  cruel  irars  invoking. 

Stand  on  the  cliiT  in  madnefs  and  defpair. 

Philotas. 

Yet  calm  this  violence;  rcfleid,  Euphrafia, 

With  what  fevere  enforcement  Dionyfuis 
Exafts  obedience  to  his  dread  command. 

If  here  thou’rt  found 

Euphrasia. 

Here  is  Euphraha’s  manfion,  (falls  on  the  ground, ) 
FJer  fix’d  eternal  home ; — inhuman  favages. 

Here  ilretch  me  wdth  a father’s  murder’d  corfe ; 
I’hen  heap  your  rocks,  your  mountains  on  myjiead; 
It  will  be  kindnefs  in  you ; I fhall  reft 
Intomb’d  within  a parent’s  arms. 

H h 
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Philotas, 

By  Heav'n, 

My. heart  in  pity  bleeds. 

EuPxHRASIA. 

Talk’d;  thou  of  pity? 

Yield  to  the  gen’rous  indimil;  grant  my  pray’r; 
Let  my  eyes  view  liimj  gaze  their  laft  upon  him. 
And  Ihew  you  have  feme  fenfe  of  human  woe. 

Philotas. 

Her  vehemence  of  grief  o’erpow’rs  me  quite. 

My  honeft  heart  condemns  the  barb’rous  deed, 
And  if  I dare 


Euphrasia. 

And  if  you  dare  !— Is  that 
The  voice  of  manhood  ? Honeft,  if  you  dare  I 
’Tis  the  ilave’s  virtue  1 ’tis  the  utmofr  limit 
Of  the  bafe  coward’s  honour.— Not  a wretch. 
There’s  not  a villain,  not  a tool  of  pov/’r. 

But,  filence  intereib,  extinguifh  fear, 

And  he  will  prove  benevolent  to  man. 

T.'he  gen’rous  heart  does  more ; will  dare  to  all 

That  honour  prompts. How  'doft  thou  dare  to 

murder  r 

Pvcfpeci:  the  gods,  and  know  no  other  fear. 


Philotas. 

No  other  fear  alTails  this  warlike  breafl. 

J pity  your  misfortunes  ^ yes,  by  Heav’n, 

My  heart  bleeds  for  you.  Gods  ! you’ve  touch’d 
my  foul ! 

The  gen’rous  impulfe  is  not  giv’n  in  vain. 

I feel  thee  Nature,  and  1 dare  obey. 


Oh! 
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Oh!  thou  haft  conquer d.— Go,  Euphrafta,  go 
Behold  thy  father. 


Euphrasia. 

Raife  me,  raife  me  up ; 

I’ll  bathe  thy  hand  with  tears,  thou  gen’fous  man ! 
Philotas. 

Yet  mark  my  words  if  aught  of  nourifliment 
Thou  would’ft  convey,  my  partners  of  the  watch 
Will  ne’er  confent. 


Euphrasia. 

I wall  obferve  your  orders : 

On  any  terms,  oh  I let  me,  let  me  fee  him. 

Philotas. 

Yon  lamp  will  guide  thee  thro’  the  cavern’d  way. 
Euphrasia. 

My  heart  runs  o’er  in  thanks ; the  pious  a<ft 
Timoleon  fnall  reward  j the  bounteous  gods. 

And  thy  own  virtue  Ihall  reward  the  deed. 

( Goes  into  the  cave. 


Philotas. 

Prevailing,  pow’rful  virtue  !— Thou  fubdueft 
The  ftubborn  heart,  and  mould’ft  it  to  thy  purpofe. 
Would  I could  fave  them  1— But  tho’  not  for  me 
The  glorious  pov/’r  to  fhelter  innocence. 

Yet  for  a moment  to  aftuage  its  v/oes. 

Is  the  beft  fympathy,  the  pureft  joy 
Nature  intended  for  the  heart  of  man, 

When  thus  hie  gave  the  focial  gen’rous  tear. 

\_Exit, 
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Scene  the  Infide  of  the  Cavern. 
Enter  Arc  as  and  Euphrasia. 
Arcas. 

No  \ on  my  life  I dare  not. 

Euphrasia. 

But  a fmall, 

A wretched  pittance ; one  poor  cordial  drop 
To  renovate  exhaufled  drooping  age. 

I afR  no  more. 


Arcas. 

Not  the  fmalleft  ilore 

Of  fcanty  nourifhment  mud  pafs  thefe  walls. 
Our  lives  were  forfeit  elfe  : a moment’s  parley 
Is  all  I grant  5 in  yonder  cave  he  lies. 

Evander  ( within  the  cell.) 

Oh  ! ftruggling  nature  ! let  thy  conflict  end. 
Oh ! give  me,  give  me  reft. 


Euphrasia. 

Pdy  father’s  voice ! 

It  pierces  here  ! it  cleaves  my  very  heart. 

I Ihall  expire,  and  never  fee  him  more. 

Arcas. 

Repofe  thee,  princefs,  here,  ( draws  a couch ) here  reft 
thy  limbs. 

Till  the  returning  blood  fhall  lend  thee  flririnefs. 


Euphrasia. 

The  caves,  the  rocks,  re-echo  to  his  groans  ! 

And  is  there  no  relief.^  ■ Ar- 
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Arcas. 

All  I can  grant. 

You  fball  command.  I will  unbar  the  dungeon, 
Unloofe  the  chain  that  binds  him  to  the  rock. 

And  leave  your  interview  v/ithout  reftraint. 

[Opens  a cell  in  the  back  Scene. 

Euphrasia. 

Hold,  hold  my  heart ! Oh  ! how  fliall  I fuilain 
The  agonizing  fcene  ^ ( rijes.)  I mull  behold  him; 
Nature,  that  drives  me  on,  will  lend  me  force. 

Is  that  my  father  1 

Arcas. 

Take  your  lafl  farewell. 

His  vigour  feems  not  yet  exhaufled  quite. 

You  mult  be  brief,  or  ruin  will  enfue. 

[Exit. 

Evan  d e r . ( Raifing  him/ elf. ) 

Oh ! when  iliall  hget  free  ?— Thefe  lingering  pangs — ■ 

Euphrasia. 

Behold  ye  pow’rs,  that  Ipeclacle  of  woe  ! 


Evander, 

Difpatch  me,  pitying  gods,  and  fave  my  child ! 

I burn,  I burn  j alas  ! no  place  of  reft : 

[Rifes  and  comes  out. 
A little  air  ; once  more  a breath  of  air ; 

Alas  ! I faint  j I die. 

Euphrasia. 

Heart-piercing  fight ! 

Let  me  fupport  you.  Sir. 


Evan* 
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Evander. 

Oh  ! lend  your  arm. 

Whoe’er  thou  arr^  I thank  thee  : that  kind  breeze 
Comes  gently  o’er  my  fenfes— lead  me  forward: 
And  is  there  left  one  charitable  hand 
To  reach  it’s  fuccour  to  a v/retch  like  me  ? 

Euphrasia. 

W ell  may’ft  thou  afle  it.  Oh  ! my  breaking  heart ! 
1 he  hand  of  death  is  on  him. 

Evander. 

Still  a little, 

A little  onward  to  the  air  conduct  me ; 

’Tis  well  j— I thank  thee ; thou  art  kind  and  good_j 
And  much  I wonder  at  this  gen’rous  pity. 

Euphrasia. 

Do  thou  not  know  me.  Sir  ? 

Evander. 

Me  thinks  I know 

That  voice  : art  thou— alas  ! my  eyes  are  dim  ! 
Each  objeOi:  fwims  before  me— No,  in  truth 
1 do  not  know  thee. 

Euphrasia. 

Not  your  own  Enphraha  ? 

Evander. 

Art  thou  my  daughter  ? 

' Euphrasia. 

Oh  ! my  honour’d  Sire  ! 


Evan- 
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Evaxder. 

My  daughter,  my  Euphrafia  ? come  to  clofe 
A father’s  eyes  ! Giv’n  to  my  laft  embrace  ! 

Gods ! do  I hold  her  once  again  ? Your  mercies 
Are  without  number.  \Falls  on  the  couch. 

This  excefs  of  blifs 

O’erpow’rs  ; it  kills  ; Euphrafia— -could  I hope  it^ 
I die  content — Art  thou  indeed  my  daughter  ? 
Tliou  art  \ my  hand  is  moiflen’d  with  thy  tears  : 

I pray  you  do  not  weep — thou  art  my  child  : 

I thank  you  gods  ! in  my  lait:  dying  moments 
You  have  not  left  me— I would  pour  my  praife^ 
But  oh  ! your  goodnefs  overcomes  me  quite  ! 

You  read  my  hearty  you  fee  what  pafies  there. 

Euphrasia. 

Alas  he  faints  ; the  gufhing  tide  of  tranfport 
Bears  dov/n  each  feeble  ienfe  : reflore  him  Heav’n ! 


Evander. 

All,  my  Euphra  lia,  all  will  foon  be  well. 

Pafs  but  a moment,  and  this  bufy  globe. 

Its  thrones,  its  empires,  and  its  buftling  millions^ 
Will  feem  a fpeck  in  the  great  void  of  fpace. 

Yet  while  I flay,  thou  darling  of  my  age  1 
Nay  dry  thofe  tears. 

Euphrasia. 

I will  my  father. 


Evander. 

. Where, 

I fear  to  afK  it,  where  is  virtuous  Phocion  ? 


Euphrasia. 

Fled  from  the  tyrant’s  pow’r. 


Evan- 
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Evander, 

And  left  thee  here 
Expos’d  and  helplefs  ? 

Euphrasia. 

He  is  all  truth  and  honour : 

He  fled  to  fave  my  child. 

Evahder. 

My  young  Evander  ! 

Your  boy  is  fafe  Euphrafia  ?— Oh  ! my  heart  I 
Alas  1 quite-gone ; worn  out  with  mifery ; 

Oh  ! weak,  decay’d  old  man  ! 

Euphrasia. 

Inhumian  wretches ! 

Will  none  relieve  his  want  ? A drop  of  water 
Might  fave  his  lifei  and  ev’n  that’s  deny’d  him. 

Evander. 

Thefe  flrong  emotions— Oh  ! that  eager  air — 

It  is  too  iTiuch— affifl;  me;  bear  me  hence; 

And  lay  me  down  in  peace. 

Euphrasia. 

His  eyes  are  flx’d  ! 

And  thofe  pale  quiv’ring  lips  1 He  clafps  my  hand : 
V»"hat,  no  aflaftance  ! Monfters  will  you  thus 
Let  him  expire  in  thefe  weak  feeble  arms  ? 

Efi^er  Philotas. 

Philotas. 


Thofe  wild,  thofe  piercing  flirieks  will  give  tU  alarm. 
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Euphrasia. 

Support  him ; bear  him  hence ; ’tis  all  I afk. 

Evander.  he  is  carried  off,) 

0 Death ! where  art  thou  ? Death,  thou  dread  of  guilt. 
Thou  wifli  of  innocence,  afflidlion’s  friend. 

Tir’d  Nature  calls  theei  come,  in  mercy  come, 

And  lay  me  pillow’d  in  eternal  reft. 

My  child— where  art  thou  ? give  me ; reach  thy  hand. 
Why  doft  thou  weep  ?— My  eyes  are  dry— Alas  ! 
Quite  parch’d,  my  lips— quite  parch’d,  they  cleave 
together. 

Euphrasia. 

Now  judge,  ye  Pow^’rs,  in  the  whole  round  of  time. 
If  e’er  you  view’d  a fcene  of  woe  like  this. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Arc  as. 

Arcas* 

The  grey  of  morn  breaks  thro’  yon  eaftern  clouds. 
’Twere  time  this  interview  Ihould  end  : the  hour 
Now  warns  Euphrafia  hence  : w'hat  m.an  could  dare, 

1 have  indulg’d— Philotas !— ha  ! the  cell 

Left  void  !— Evander  gone  !— What  may  this  mean? 
Philotas,  fpeak. 


Enter  Philotas, 
Philotas. 

Oh  I vile,  detefted  lot 

Here  to  obey  the  favage  tyrant’s  will. 

And  murder  virtue,  that  can  thus  behold 

I i 
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It's  executioner,  and  fmile  upon  him. 

That  piteous  fight ! 


Arcas. 

She  mud:  withdraw  Philotas  ; 

Delay  undoes  us  both.  The  reftlefs  main 
Glovvs  with  the  bliifn  of  day.  Timoleon’s  fleet. 
That  pafs’d  the  night  in  bufy  preparation. 

Makes  from  the  fhore.  On  the  hi-gh  craggy  point 

Of  yonder  jutting  eminence  I mark’d 

Their  haughty  ftreamers  curling  to  the  wind. 

He  feeks  Hamilcar’s  fleet.  The  briny  deep 
Shall  foon  be  dy’d  with  blood.  The  fierce  alarm 
Will  rouze  our  flumb’ring  troops.  The  time  re- 
quires 

Without  or  further  paufe,  or  vain  excufe. 

That  Ihe  depart  this  moment. 

Philotas. 

Arcas,  yes; 

My  voice  lhall  warn  her  of  th’  approaching  danger. 

\_Exit. 


Arcas. 

Would  fhe  had  ne’er  adventur’d  to  our  guard. 

I dread  th’  event ; and  hark  I— the  wind  conveys 
In  clearer  found  the  uproar  of  the  main. 

The  fates  prepare  new  havock ; on  th’  event 
Depends  the  fate  of  empire.  Wherefore  thus 
Delays  Euphrafia  ?— Ha  ! what  means,  Philotas, 
That  hidden  hafte,  that  pale  diforder’d  look  ? 

Enter  Philotas. 

Ph  ILOTAS. 

C ! I can  hold  no  more ; at  fuch  a fight 

Ev’a 
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F.v’n  the  hard  heart  of  tyranny  wjld  melt 
1 o infant  foftnefs.  Areas,  go,  behold 
The  pious  fraud  of  charity  and  love; 

Behold  that  unexampled  goodnels  ; lee 
Th*  expedient  fnarp  necdlity  has  taught  her; 

Thy  heart  will  burn,  will  melt,  will  yearn  to  view, 
A child  like  her. 

Arcas. 

Ha  !— Say  what  myflery 
Wakes  thefe  emotions  ? 

Philotas. 

Wonder-working  virtue ! 

The  father  foftePd  at  his  daughter’s  breaft  I 
O ! filial  piety  !— The  milk  defign’d 
For  her  own  offspring,  on  the  parent’s  lip 
Allays  the  parching  fever. 

Arcas. 

That  device 

Has  fhe  then  form’d,  eluding  all  our  care, 

To  mdnifter  relief? 

Philotas. 

On  the  bare  earth 

Evander  lies  ; and  as  his  languid  pow’rs 
Imbibe  with  eager  thirfi:  the  kind  refrefhment. 
And  his  looks  fpeak  unutterable  thanks, 
Euphrafia  views  him  with  the  tend’refl:  glance, 
Ev’n  as  a mother  doatiag  on  her  child  ; 

And,  ever  and  anon,  amidff  the  fmiles 
Of  pure  delight,  of  exquihte  fenfation, 

A filent  tear  ffeals  down ; the  tear  of  virtue, 
I'hat  fweetens  grief  to  rapture.  All  her  law's 
Inverted  quite,  great  Nature  triumphs  Hill. 


I i 2 
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Arcas, 

The  rale  unmans  my  foul. 

Philotas. 

Ye  tyrants  hear  it. 

And  learn,  that,  while  your  cruelty  prepares 
Unheard  of  torture,  virtue  can  keep  pace 
With  your  world  efforts,  and  can  try  new  modes 
To  bid  men  grow  enamour’d  of  her  charms. 


Arcas. 

Philotas,  for  Euphrafia,  in  her  caufe 
I now  can  hazard  all.  Let  us  preferve 
Her  father  for  her. 


Philotas. 

Oh  ! her  lovely  daring 

Tranfcends  all  praife.  By  Heav’n  he  fhall  not  die. 
Arcas. 

And  yet  we  muff  be  wary ; I’ll  go  forth. 

And  firft  explore  each  avenue  around, 

Leff  the  fix’d  fentinel  obftrudt  your  purpofe. 

\_Exit, 

Philotas. 

I thank  thee,  Arcas ; we  will  acl  like  men 
Who  feel  for  other’s  woes— She  leads  him  forth. 
And  tremblingly  fupports  his  drooping  age. 

\_Gces  to  ajfift  him. 


Enter 
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Enter  Euphrasia^  and  Evander. 
Evaxder. 

Euphrafia,  oh  ! my  child  ! returning  life 
Glows  here  about  my  heart.  ConduT  me  forward: 
At  the  laft  gafp  preferv’d  ! Ela ! dav/ning  light  I 
Let  me  behold  5 in  faith  I fee  thee  now  \ 

I do  indeed : the  father  fees  his  child. 

Euphrasia. 

1 have  reliev’d  him— Oh  ! the  joy’s  too  great; 

*Tis  fpeechlefs  rapture  ! 

Evaxder. 

Bleffino-s.  bleiTin2;s  on  thee ! 

O O 


Euphrasia. 

My  father  fliill  fhall  live.  Alas  !.  Philotas, 

Could  I abandon  that  white  hoary  head. 

That  venerable  form  ?— Abandon  him 
To  periih  here  in  mifery  and  fairdne  ? 

Philotas. 

Thy  tears,  thou  miracle  of  goodnefs  ! 

Have  triumph’d  o’er  me ; thefe  round  gufning  drops 
Atteit  your  conqueil.  Take  him,  take  your  father; 
Convey  him  hence ; I do  releafe  him  to  you. 

Evaxder. 

What  faid  Philotas  ! Do  1 fondly  dream  ? 

Indeed  my  fenfes  are  imperfebl; ; yet 
Methought  I heard  him  ! Did  he  lay  releafe  me  ? 


Phi- 
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Philotas. 

Thou  art  my  King,  and  now  no  more  my  prishier ; 
Go  with  your  daughter,  with  that  wond’rous  pattern 
Of  filial  piety  to  after  timcb. 

Yes,  princefs,  lead  him  forth ; I’ll  point  the  path. 
Whole  loft  declivity  v/ill  guide  your  iteps 
To  the  deep  vale,  which  thele  o’rhan.^ing  rocks 
Encompafs  round.  You  may  convey  him  thence 
To  fome  fafe  fheltcr.  Ye:  a moment’s  paufe ; 

I mull:  conceal  your  flight  from  ev’ry  eye. 

Yes,  1 will  fave  ’em— Oh  ! returning  virtue  ! 

How  big  with  joy  one  moment  in  thy  fervice ! 
That  wretched  pair ! I’ll  perifli  in  their  caufe. 

[Exit, 


Euphrasia,  Evander. 

Evander. 

Whither,  oh  ! whither  flaall  Evander  go  ? 

I’m  at  the  goal  of  life ; if  in  the  race 
Elonour  has  follow’d  with  no  ling’ring  flep. 

But  there  fits  fmiling  with  her  laurel’d  wreath. 

To  crown  my  brow,  there  would  I fain  make  halt. 
And  not  inglorious  lay  me  down  to  reft. 

Euphrasia. 

And  will  you  then  refufe,  when  thus  the  Gods 
Afford  a refuge  to  thee  ? 


Evander. 

Ch ! my  child. 

There  is  no  refuge  for  me. 


Euphrasia. 

Pardon,  Sir: 

Euphrafia’s  care  has  form’d  a fafe  retreat  i 


There 
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There  may’ft  thmi  dwell ; it  will  not  long  be  wanted. 
Soon  fhall  Timoleon,  with  reliillds  force, 

Eurft  yon  devoted  walls. 

Evander. 

Timoleon  ! 


Euphrasia. 

Yes, 

The  brave  Timoleon,  with  the  pow’r  of  Greece; 
Another  day  lhail  make  the  city  his. 

Evander. 

Timoleon  come  to  vindicate  my  rights  ! 

Oh  ! thou  lhalt  reign  in  Sicily ! my  child 
Shall  grace  her  father’s  throne.  Indulgent  Heav’n! 
Pour  down  your  bleiTmgs  on  this  bed:  of  daughtersi 
To  her  and  Phocion  give  Evander’s  crown ; 

Let  them,  oh  ! let  them  both  in  virtue  wear  it. 

And  in  due  time  tranfmit  it  to  their  boy ! 

Enter  Philotas. 

Philotas. 

All  things  are  apt ; the  di-ov/fy  fentinel 
Lies  hufh’d  in  deep ; I’ll  mardial  thee  the  way 
Down  the  lleep  rock. 

Euphrasia. 

Oh  ! Let  us  quickly  hence. 

ETander. 

The  blood  but  loiters  in  thefe  frozen  veins. 

Do  you,  whofe  youthful  fpirit  glows  with  life. 

Do  you  go  forth,  and  leave  this  mouid’ring  corpfe. 

To 
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To  me  had  Ileav’n  decreehl  a longer  date. 

It  ne’er  had  fuifer’d  a fell  monfter’s  reign. 

Nor  let  me  fee  the  carnage  of  my  people. 
Farewell,  Euplirafia  ^ in  one  lov’d  embrace 
To  thefe  remains  pay  the  laft  obfeqiiies. 

And  leave  me  here  to  fihk  to  fiient  duE. 

Euphrasia. 

And  will  you  then,  on  felf-defti-uftion  bent, 
Reject  my  pray’r,  nor  truE  your  fate  with  me  ? 

Evander. 

TruE  thee  ! Euphrafia  r TruE  in  thee  my  child  ? 
Though  life’s  a burden  I could  well  lay  down. 
Yet  I will  prize  it,  fince  beEow’d  by  thee. 

Oh  ! thou  art  good ; thy  V-irtue  foars  a flight 
For  the  wide  world  to  wonder  at  3 in  thee. 

Hear  it  all  nature,  future  ages  hear  it. 

The  father  flnds  a parent  in  his  child. 


End  cf  the  SECOND  ACT- 
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ACT  the  T H I R D. 

Scene  a Rampart  near  the  Harbour 
Enter  Melantkon  and  Phi  lotas. 
Melanthon. 

And  lives  he  fliill  ? 

Philotas. 

He  does  j and  kindly  aliment 
Renews  the  iprings  of  life. 

Melanthon. 

And  doth  he  know 

The  glorious  work  the  deflinies  prepare  ? 

Philotas. 

He  is  inform’d  of  all. 

Melanthon. 

That  Greek  Timoleon 
Comes  his  deliverer^  and  the  fell  ufurper 
Pants  in  the  laft  extreme  ? 

Philotas. 

The  glorious  tidings 
Have  reach’d  his  ear. 

Melanthon. 

Lead  on^  propitious  Pow’rs  ! 

VoL.  I.  K k 


Your 
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Your  great  defign  ; fecond  the  Grecian  arms, 

And  whelm  the  fons  of  Carthage  in  the  deep. 

Philotas. 

This  hour  decides  their  doom  ; and  lo  ! Euphrafia 
Stands  on  the  jutting  rock,  that  rock,  where  oft 
Whole  days  fhe  fat  in  penfive  forrow  fix’d, 

And  fwell’d  with  flireaming  tears  the  reftlefs  deep. 
There,  now  with  other  fentiments  elate. 

She  views  Timoleon  with  viftorious  prow 
Glide  thro’  the  waves,  and  fees  the  fca'Lter’d  navy 
Of  Carthage  fly  before  him. 

Melanthon. 

BlefI:  event  f 

Evander,  if  thou  mock’fl:  me  not,  fliall  live 
Once  more  to  fee  the  juftice  of  the  Gods. 

But  wilt  thou  ftill  protect  my  royal  mafter  ? 

Wilt  thou  admit  me  to  his  wifh’d-for  prefence  ? 

Philotas. 

Let  it  fuflice  that  no  affiflin’s  aim* 

Can  now  aflaiilt  him  : I mufl:  hence,  Melanthon 
I now  mufl:  mingle  with  the  tyrant’s  train, 

And,  with  a femblance  of  obfequious  duty. 

Delude  fufpicion's  eye  : My  friend,  farewell, 

\_ExiL. 

Melanthon. 

If  he  deceive  me  not  with  fpecious  hopes, 

I fliall  behold  the  fov’reign,  in  whofe  fervice 
Thefe  temples  felt  the  iron  cafque  of  war, 

And  thefe  white  hairs  have  filver’d  o’er  my  head. 

Enter  Euphrasia* 

Euphrasia. 

See  there ; behold  ’em  j lo  ! the  fierce  encounter ; 
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He  rufhes  on ; the  ocean  flames  around 
With  the  bright  flafli  of  arms  i the  echoing  hills 
Rebellow  to  the  roar. 

Melantkon. 

The  Gods  are  with  us, 

And  victory  is  ours. 

Euphrasia. 

High  on  the  Hern 

The  Grecian  leaders  (land  : they  flem  the  furge  ; 
Launch’d  from  their  arm  the  mifllve  lightnings  fly. 
And  the  Barbaric  fleet  is  wrapt  in  fire. 

And  lo  ! yon  bai*k,  down  in  the  roaring  gulph ; 

And  there,  more,  more  are  perifhing— Behold ! 

They  plunge  for  ever  loft. 

Melanthon. 

So  perifh  all. 

Who  from  yon  continent  unfurl  their  falls. 

To  fhake  the  freedom  of  this  fea-girt  ifle ! 

Euphrasia. 

Did  I not  fay,  Melanthon,  did  I not 
Prefage  the  glories  of  Timoleon’s  triumph  I 
Where  now  are  Afric’s  fons  ? The  vanquifli’d  tyrant 
Shall  look  aghaft ; his  heart  fhall  fhrink  appall’d. 
And  dread  his  malefaclions ! Worfe  than  famine, 
Defpair  ihall  fallen  on  him  ! 

Enter  Dionysius,  Calippus, 

Dionysius. 

Bafe  defer ters  1 

Curfe  on  their  Punic  faith  ! Did  they  once  dare 
To  grapple  with  the  Greek  ? Ere  yet  the  main 
Was  ting’d  with  blood,  they  turn’d  their  fhips  averfe. 

K k 2 May 
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May  Rorms  and  tennpefts  follow  in  their  rear. 

And  dafh  their  fleet  upon  the  Lybian  ihore  ! 

Enter  Calippus. 

% 

Calippus. 

My  liege,  Timoleon  v/here  the  harbour  opens 
Elas  ftorm’d  the  forts,  and  ev’n  now  his  deet 
Purfues  its  courfe,  and  deers  athv/art  the  bay, 

Dionysius. 

Ruin  impends  ; and  yet,  if  fall  it 
I bear  a mind  to  meet  it,  undifmay’d. 

Unconquer’d  ev’n  by  Fate. 

Calippus, 

Through  ev’ry  dreet 

Defpair  and  terror  dy.  A panic  fpreads 

From  man  to  man,  and  fupericition  fees 

Jove  arm’d  with  thunder,  and  the  Gods  againd  us, 

Dionysius. 

With  facred  rites  their  wrath  mud  be  appeas’d. 

Let  iiidant  victims  at  the  altar  bleed ; 

Let  incenfe  roil  its  fragrant  clouds  to  Heav’n, 

And  pious  matrons,  and  the  virgin  train. 

In  flow  proceiTion  to  the  temple  bear 
The  image  of  their  Gods. 

Euphrasia, 

Lla !— -Does  the  tyrant 

Dare  with  unhallow’d  dep,  v/ith  ci-imes  and  guilt. 
Approach  the  facred  fane  .-—Alas  ! my  father, 
Vv'hcre  now  thy  fan-ftuary  ^ What  place  dial!  hide 
Thy  perfecu  ted  virtue  (Ajlde.) 


Diony- 
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Dionysius. 

Thou,  Euphrafia, 

Lead  forth  the  pious  band.  This  very  moment 
IlTue  our  orders. 

Euphrasia. 

With  confenting  heart 

Euphrafia  goes  to  waft  her  pray’rs  to  rieav’n. 

[AviV. 

Dionysius. 

The  folemn  facrihce,  the  virgin  throng, 

Will  gain  the  popular  belief,  and  kindle 
In  the  fierce  foldiery  religious  rage. 

Away,  my  friends,  prepare  the  facred  rites. 

[Av/V  Calippus,  Uc. 

Philotas,  thou  draw  near  : how  fares  your  prifoiier  ? 
Has  he  yet  breath’d  his  lad:  ? 

Philotas. 

Life  ebbs  apace  ; 

To-morrow’s  fun  fees  him  a breathlefs  corfe. 
Dionysius. 

Curfe  on  his  ling’ring  pangs  1 Sicilia’s  crown 
No  more  fhall  deck  his  brow^;  and  if  the  fand 
Still  loiter  in  the  glafs,  thy  hand,  my  friend. 

May  fhake  it  thence. 

Philotas. 

It  fliall,  dread  Sir  that  tads: 

Le^ve  to  thy  faithful  fervant. 

Dionysius. 

Oh ! Philotas, 

Thou  little  know’fl:  the  cares,  the  pangs  of  empire. 
The  ermin’d  pride,  the  purple  that  adorns 
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A conqueror's  breafi:,  but  fcrves,  my  friend,  to  hide 
A heart  that’s  torn,  that’s  mangled  with  remorfe. 
Each  objecl  round  me  weakens  horrid  doubts; 

The  flatt’ring  train,  the  fentinel  that  guards  me. 

The  Have  that  waits,  all  give  fome  new  alarm. 

And  from  the  means  of  fafety  dangers  rife. 

Ev’n  victory  itfelf  plants  anguifh  here. 

And  round  my  laurels  the  fell  ferpent  twines. 

Philotas. 

Would  Dionyfius  abdicate  his  crown. 

And  fue  for  terms  of  peace  ? 

Dionysius. 

r etefled  thought  1 

No,  though  ambition  teem  with  countlefs  ills. 

It  ftill  has  charms  of  pow’r  to  fire  the  foul. 

Tho’  horrors  multiply  around  my  head, 

I will  oppofe  them  all.  The  pomp  of  facrifice 
But  now  ordain’d,  is  mockery  to  Heav’n. 

’Tis  vain,  ’tis  fruitlefs ; then  let  daring  guilt 
Be  my  infpirer,  and  confummate  all. 

Where  are  thofe  Greeks,  the  captives  of  my  fword. 
Whole  defp’rate  valour  rulh’d  within  our  walls, 
Fought  near  our  perfon,  and  the  pointed  lance 
Aim’d  at  my  breaft  ? 

Philotas. 

In  chains  they  wait  their  doom. 

Dionysius. 

Give  me  to  fee  ’em  j bring  the  flaves  before  me, 
Philotas. 

What,  ho  ! Melanthon,  this  way  lead  your  prifoners. 

Enter 
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E^Ur  NLela'nthon,  'with  Greek  Officers  Soldiers. 
Dionysius. 

Affiaffiins  and  not  warriors  ! do  ye  come. 

When  the  wide  range  of  battle  claims  your  fword. 
Thus  do  you  come  againft  a fmgle  life 
To  wage  the  war  ? Did  not  our  buckler  ring 
With  all  your  darts  in  one  collected  volley 
Shower'd  on  my  head  ? Did  not  your  fvvords  at  once 
Point  at  my  bread:,  and  thirft  for  regal  blood  ? 

Greek  Officer. 

We  fought  thy  life.  I am  by  birth  a Greek. 

An  open  foe  in  arms  I meant  to  flay 
The  foe  of  human  kind.  With  rival  ardour 
We  took  the  field ; one  voice,  one  mind,  one  heart; 
All  leagu'd,  all  covenanted  : in  yon  camp 
Spirits  there  are  who  aim,  like  us,  at  glory. 
Whene’er  you  fally  forth,  v/hene’er  the  Greeks 
Shall  fcale  your  walls,  prepare  thee  to  encounter 
A like  affault.  By  me  the  youth  of  Greece 
I'hus  notify  the  war  they  mean  to  wage. 

Dionysius. 

Thus  then  I warn  them  of  my  great  revenge. 
Whoe’er  in  battle  fhall  become  our  pris’ner. 

In  torment  meets  his  doom. 

Greek  Officer. 

Then  wilt  thou  fee 

How  vile  the  body  to  a mind  that  pants 
For  genuine  glory.  Twice  three  hundred  Greeks 
Have  fworn,  like  us,  to  hunt  thee  through  the  ranks; 
Ours  the  firft  lot ; we’ve  fail’d  ; on  yonder  plain 
Appear  in  arms,  the  faithful  band  will  meet  thee. 


Diony- 
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Dionysius. 

Vile  (lave,  no  more.  Mela^thon  drag:  Am  hence 

To  die  in  milery.  Impal'd  alive 

The  winds  hiall  parch  them  on  the  craggy  cliff. 

Seiecled  from  the  reft  let  one  depart 

A meiTenger  to  Greece,  to  tell  the  fate 

Her  chofen  fons,  her  firft  adventurers  met. 

Melanthon. 

Unhappy  men  ! how  fnail  my  care  protecl 
Your  forfeit  lives  ? Phiiotas,  thou  conducl  them 
To  the  deep  dungeon’s  gloom.  In  that  recefs, 
Midft  the  v/ild  tumult  of  eventful  w^ar, 

We  may  ward  off  the  blow.  My  friends,  farewell : 

1 hat  ofticer  wdli  guide  your  fteps. 

I follow  Philotas,  except  PH0Ci0N.r 

Pkocion. 

Difguis’d 

Thus  in  a foldieiA  garb  he  knows  me  nor. 
Melanthon  ! 

Melanthon. 

Ha  !— Thofe  accents  !-- -Phocion  here  I 
Phocion. 

Yes,  Phocion  here  ! Speak,  quickly  tell  me,  fay 
How  fares  Euphrafia  ? - 


Melanthon. 

Ha  ! beware  Phiiotas, 

Conduct  thofe  pris’ners  hence  ; this  foldier  here 
Shall  bear  the  tidings  to  Timoleon’s  camp. 


Pho- 
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Phocion. 

Oh  ! fatisfy  my  doubts ; how  fares  Euphrafia  ? 
Melanthon. 

Euphrafia  lives,  and  fills  the  anxious  moments 
With  ev’ry  virtue.  Wherefore  venture  hither? 
Why  with  ralh  valour  penetrate  our  gates  ? 

Phocion. 

Could  I refrain  ? Oh  ! could  I tamely  wait 
Th'  event  of  iing’ring  war  ? With  patience  count 
The  lazy-pacing  hours,  while  here  in  Syracufe 
The  tyrant  keeps  all  that  my  heart  holds  dear  ? 

For  her  dear  fake,  all  danger  finks  before  me ; 

For  her  I burfi:  the  barriers  of  the  gate. 

Where  the  deep  cavern’d  rock  affords  a paffage, 

A hundred  chofen  Greeks  purfu’d  my  Reps, 

We  forc’d  an  entrance  ^ the  devoted  guard 
Fell  victims  to  our  rage  ; but  in  that  moment 
Down  from  the  walls  fuperior  numbers  came. 

The  tyrant  led  them  on.  We  rufh’d  upon  him. 

If  we  could  reach  his  heart,  to  end  the  war. 

But  Heav’n  thought  otherwife.  Melanthon,  fay, 

I fear  to  afk  it,  lives  Evander  Rill  ? 

Melanthon. 

Alas,  he  lives  imprifon’d  in  the  rock. 

Thou  muR  withdraw  thee  hence ; regain  once  more 
Timoleon’s  camp;  alarm  his  fiumb’ring  rage; 

ARail  the  v/alls  ; thou  with  thy  phalanx  feek 
The  fubterraneous  path ; that  way  at  night 
The  Greeks  may  enter,  and  let  in  deRruction 
To  the  great  work  of  vengeance. 

L 1 
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Phocion. 

Would' fl;  thou  have  me 
Bafely  retreat,  while  my  Euphrafia  trembles 
Here  on  the  ridge  of  peril?  She  perhaps 
May  fall  unknown,  unpitied,  undiftinguifh’d 
Amidft  the  gen’ral  carnage.  Shall  I leave  her 
To  add  that  beauty  to  the  purple  heap  ? 

Noj  I will  feek  her  in  thcfe  walls  accurff, 

Ev’n  in  the  tyrant’s  palace ; fave  that  life, 

My  only  fource  of  joy,  that  life,  whofe  lois 
Would  make  all  Greece  complotter  in  a murder, 

And  damn  a righteous  caufe. 

Melaxthon. 

Yet  hear  the  voice 

Of  fober  age.  Should  Dionyfius’  fpies 
Detedt  thee  here,  ruin  involves  us  all : 

’Twere  bell  retire,  and  leek  Timoleon’s  tents ; 

Tell  him,  difmay  and  terror  fill  the  city; 

Ev’n  now  in  Syracufe  the  tyrant’s  will 
Ordains  with  pomp  oblations  to  the  Gods. 

His  deadly  hand  kill  hot  with  recent  blood. 

The  monlfer  dares  appi*oach  the  lacred  altar : 

Thy  voice  may  roufe  rimoleon  to  th’  alTault, 

And  bid  him  ftorm  the  works. 

Phocion. 

By  Heav’n  I will ; 

My  breath  fhall  wake  his  rage  ; this  very  night, 
Vv'hen  deep  fits  heavy  on  the  (lumb’ring  city. 

Then  Greece  unfheaths  her  fword,  and  a;reat  revenge 
Shall  ftalk  with  death  and  horror  o’er  the  ranks 
Of  flaughter’d  troops,  a facrihee  to  freedom  ! 

But  firll  let  me  behold  Euphi'afia. 
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MeLANTHO!^. 

Hiilh 

Thy  pent-np  valour:  to  a fecret  haunt 

ril  guide  thy  ileps : there  dwell,  and  in  apt  tim« 

rii  bring  Euphraha  to  thy  longing  arnas. 

Phocion. 

Wilt  thou  ? 


Melanthon. 

By  Heav’n  I will ; another  a6l 
Of  defperate  fury  might  endanger  all. 

The  tyrant’s  bufy  guards  are  polled  round ; 

In  filence  follow ; thou  fhalt  fee  Euphrafia. 

, Phocion. 

Oh  ! lead  me  to  her ; that  exalted  virtue 
With  firmer  nerve  fhall  bid  me  grafp  the  javelin. 
Shall  bid  myfwordwith  more  than  lightning’s  fwiftnefs 
Blaze  in  the  front  of  war,  and  glut  its  rage 
With  blow  repeated  in  the  tyrant’s  veins.  ’ 

[Exeunt. 

Scene  a Temple,  with  a Monument  in  the  Middle. 

Enter  Euphrasia,  E r i x e n e,  and  other  Female 
Attendants. 

Euphrasia. 

This  way,  my  virgins,  this  way  bend  your  fteps, 

Lo ! the  fad  fepulchre  where,  hears’d  in  death. 

The  pale  remains  of  my  dear  mother  lie. 

There,  while  the  vidtims  at  yon  altar  bleed, 

And  with  your  pray’rs  the  vaulted  roof  refounds, 

' L 1 2 There 
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There  let  me  pay  the  tribute  of  a tear, 

A weeping  pilgrim  o’er  Eudocia’s  afhes. 

Erixene. 

Forbear,  Euphrafia,  to  renew  your  forrows, 
Euphrasia. 

My  tears  have  dry’d  their  fource ; then  let  me  here 
Pay  this  fad  vifit  to  the  honour’d  clay 
That  moulders  in  the  tomb.  Thefe  facred  viands 
I’ll  burn  an  off’ring  to  a parenth  fiiade, 

And  fprinkie  with  this  wine  the  hallow’d  mould. 
That  duty  paid,  I will  return,  my  virgins. 

[She  gees  into  the  tomh^ 

Erixene, 

Look  down,  propitious  pow’rs  1 behold  that  virtue. 
And  heal  the  pangs  that  defolate  her  foul. 

Enter  Philotas, 

Philotas. 

Mourn,  mourn,  ye  virgins  ; rend  your  fcattePd  gar- 
ments \ 

Some  dread  calamity  hangs  o’er  our  heads. 

In  vain  the  tyrant  would  appeafe  with  facrifice 
Th’  impending  wrath  of  ill-requited  Heav’n. 

Ill  omens  hover  o’er  us : at  the  altar 
The  victim  dropt,  ere  the  divining  feer 
Had  gor’d  his  knife.  The  brazen  (latues  tremble. 
And  from  the  marble,  drqps  of  blood  diftill. 

Erixene. 

Now,  ye  juft  Gods,  if  vengeance  you  prepare. 

Now  find  the  guilty  head. 


Phi- 
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Philotas. 

Amidfi  the  throng 

A matron  labours  VvUth  th’  infpiring  God ; 

She  ftares,  Hie  raves,  and  with  no  mortal  found 
Proclaims  around,  Where  Phoebus  am  1 borne? 

I fee  their  glitt’ring  fpears;  I fee  them  charge  ^ 
Bellona  wades  in  blood ; that  mangled  body. 
Deform’d  with  wounds  and  welt’ring  in  its  gore, 

I know  it  well  j Oh  ! clofe  the  dreadful  feene ; 
Relieve  me  Phoebus,  I have  feen  too  much.” 

Erixene. 

Alas  ! I tremble  for  Evander’s  fate  : 

Avert  the  omen,  Gods,  and  guard  his  life. 

Euphrasia  from  the  Tomh» 

Euphrasia. 

Virgins,  I thank  you— Oh  ! more  lightly  now 
My  heart  expands  ^ the  pious  a6l  is  done. 

And  I have  paid  my  tribute  to  a parent. 

Ah  ! wherefore  does  the  tyrant  bend  his  v/ay  ? 

Philotas. 

He  flies  the  altar ; leaves  th’  unfiniOi’d  rites. 

Ts'o  God  there  fmiles  propitious  on  his  caufe. 

Fate  lifts  the  awful  balance  ; weighs  his  life, 

Tjie  lives  of  numbers,  in  the  trembling  fcaie. 

Euphrasia. 

Defpair  and  horror  mark  his  haggard  looks. 

His  wild,  diforder’d  lien— He  rulhes  forth ; 

Some  new  alarm  demands  him  !— Ew’n  now 
He  ifiues  at  yon  portal !— - Lo  1 fee  there. 

The  fuppliant  crowd  difperfesj  wild  with  fear, 

Diil:ra(S;ion 
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Diflraclion  in  each  look,  the  wretched  throng 
Pours  thro’  the  brazen  gates — Do  you  retire. 
Retire  Philotas ; let  me  here  remain, 

And  give  the  moments  of  fufpended  fate 
To  pious  worfnip  and  to  filial  love. 

Philotas. 

Alas  ! I fear  to  yield  awhile  I’ll  leave  thee, 
And  at  the  temple’s  entrance  wait  thy  coming. 

[Exit. 

Euphrasia. 

\ 

Now  then,  Euphrafia,  now  thou  may’fl  indulge 
The  purell  edlacy  of  foul.  Come  forth. 

Thou  man  of  woe,  thou  man  of  ev’ry  virtue. 

Enter  Evander  from  the  Monument, 

Evaxder. 

And  does  the  grave  thus  caft  me  up  again 
With  a fond  father’s  love  to  view  thee  Thus 
To  mingle  rapture  in  a daughter’s  arms? 

Euphrasia. 

How  fares  my  father  now  ? 


Evaxder. 

Thy  aid,  Euphrafia, 

PI as  giv’n  new  life.  Thou  from  this  vital  ftream 
Deriv’ft  thy  beings  with  unheard-of  duty 
Thou  haft  repaid  it  to  thy  native  fource. 

Euphrasia. 

Sprung  from  Evander,  if  a little  portion 
Of  all  his  goodnefs  dwell  within  my  heart, 

Thou  wilt  not  wonder. 


Evax- 
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Evander. 

Joy  and  wonder  rife 

In  mix’d  emotions  !— Though  departing  hence. 
After  the  florms  of  a tempdluous  life, 

Tho’  I was  entering  the  wiili’d-for  port. 

Where  all  is  peace,  all  blifs,  and  endlefs  joy, 

Yet  here  contented  I can  linger  ftill 
To  view  thy  goodnefs,  and  applaud  thy  deeds. 
Thou  author  of  my  life  !— Did  ever  parent 
Thus  call  his  child  before  ?— My  heart’s  too  full. 
My  old  fond  heart  runs  o’er  j it  akes  with  joy. 

Euphrasia. 

Alas,  too  much  you  over-rate  your  daughter ; 
Nature  and  duty  call’d  me — Oh  ! my  father. 

How  didft  thou  bear  thy  long,  long  fuff ’rings  ? How 
Endure  their  barb’rous  rage  ? 

Evaxder. 

My  foes  but  did 

To  this  old  frame,  what  Nature’s  hand  mult  do. 

In  the  worfb  hour  of  pain,  a voice  ftill  whifper’d  me, 
‘‘  Rouze  thee,  Evander;  felf-acquitting  confcience 
Declares  thee  blamelefs,  and  the  gods  behold  theef* 
I was  but  going  hence  by  mere  decay 
I'o  that  futurity  which  Plato  taught. 

Where  the  immortal  fpirit  views  the  planers 
Roll  round  the  mighty  year,  and  v-/rapt  in  blifs 
Adores  th’  ideas  of  th’  eternal  mind. 

Thither,  oh  ! thither  was  Evander  going. 

But  thou  recall’ll  me;  thou  ! 

Euphrasia. 

Timoleon  too 

Invites  thee  back  to  life. 


Evan- 
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Evander. 

And  does  he  ftill 
Urge  on  the  fiege  ? 

Euphrasia. 

His  a6Hve  genius  comes 

To  fcourge  a guilty  race.  The  Punic  fleet 

Half  loll  is  fwallow'd  by  the  roaring  fea. 

The  fliatter’d  refufe  feek  the  I.ybian  fliore. 

To  bear  the  news  of  their  defeat  to  Carthage. 

Evander. 

Thefe  are  thy  wonders  Fleaven  1 Abroad  thy  fpirit 
Moves  o'er  the  deep,  and  mighty  fleets  are  vanilh’d. 

Euphrasia. 

Ha !— hark !— -v/hat  noife  is  that ! It  comes  this  way. 
Some  bufy  footftep  beats  the  hallow’d  pavement. 
Oh  1 Sii*;,  retire — Ye  Pow’rs !— Philotas  !— ha  1 

Enter  Philotas. 

Philotas. 

For  thee,  Euphrafla,  Dionynus  calls. 

Some  nev/  fufpicion  goads  him.  At  yon  gate 
I dopt  Calippus,  as  with  eager  hade 
Fie  bent  this  way  to  leek  thee.— Oh  ! my  Sovereign, 
My  King,  my  injur’d  mader,  will  you  pardon 
fl'he  wrongs  I’ve  done  thee  ? ( kneels  to  Evander.^ 

Evander. 

Virtue  fuch  as  thine, 

From  the  flerce  trial  of  tyrannic  pow’r. 

Shines  forth  with  added  ludre. 
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Philotas. 

Oh ! forgive 

My  ardent  zeal ; there  is  no  time  to  wafte. 

You  muh  withdraw;  trufr  to  your  faithful  friends, 
Pafs  but  another  day,  and  Dionyfius 
Falls  from  a throne  ufurp'd. 

Evander, 

But  ere  he  pays 

The  forfeit  of  his  crimes,  what  ftreams  of  blood 
Shall  flow  in  torrents  round  ! Methinks  I might 
Prevent  this  waflie  of  nature— I’ll  go  forth. 

And  to  my  people  fhew  their  rightful  King. 

Euphrasia. 

Baniih  that  thought ; forbear;  the  rafli  attempt 
Were  fatal  to  our  hopes ; opprefs’d,  difmay’d. 

The  people  look  aghafl,  and  wan  with  fear 
None  will  elpoufe  your  caufe. 

Evander. 

Yes  all  will  dare  . . , 

To  a6l  like  men their  King;  I gave  myfelf 
To  a whole  people.  I made  no  referve; 

My  life  v/as  their’s ; each  drop  about  my  heart 
Pledg’d  to  the  public  caiife ; devoted  to  it ; 

That  was  my  compacl;  is  the  fubje-cl’s  lefs  ? 

If  they  are  all  debas’d,  and  willing  flaves. 

The  young  but  breathing  to  grow  grey  in  bondage,' 
And  the  old  finking  to  ignoble  graves, 

Of  inch  a race  no  matter  v/ho  is  King. 

And  yet  I will  not  think  it ; no ! my  people 
Are  brave  and  gen’rous ; I will  truii  tneir  valour, 

Euphrasia, 

Yet  flay;  yet  be  advis’d. 

Vet.  I,  Mm  ' PHt-- 
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Philotas. 

As  yet  my  liege, 

No  plan  is  fix’d,  and  no  concerted  meafure. 

The  fates  are  bufy : wait  the  vaft  event. 

Triift  to  my  truth  and  honour.  Witnefs,  Gods, 
Elere  in  the  temple  of  Olympian  Jove 
Philotas  Iwears 


Evander. 

Forbear : the  man  like  thee. 

Who  feels  the  bed:  emotions  of  the  heart. 

Truth,  reafon,  juftice,  honour’s  fine  excitements, 
Acds  by  thofe  laws,  and  wants  no  other  fanddon. 

Euphrasia. 

Again,  tld  alarm  approaches  j fure  deflruflion 
To  thee,  to  ail  will  follow: — hark!  a found 
Comes  hollow  murmuring  thro’  the  vaulted  ifle. 

It  gains  upon  the  ear.  Withdraw,  my  father  ^ 

All’s  loll  if  thou  art  feen. 

Philotas. 

And  lo  ! Calippus 

Darts  with  the  light’ning’s  fpeed  acrofs  the  ifle. 
Evander. 

Thou  at  the  Senate-houfe  convene  my  friends. 
Meianthon,  Dion,  and  their  brave  aiTociates, 

Will  fnew  that  liberty  has  leaders  fcill. 

Anon  I’ll  meet  ’em  there : my  child  farewell ; 

Thou  ilralt  direil  me  now. 

Euphrasia. 

Too  cruel  fate ! 

The  tomb  is  ail  the  manficn  I can  give ; 

My  mother’s  tomb  I [Evander  enters  the  temh. 
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Philotas. 

You  muiL  be  brief;  th’  alarm 
Each  moment  nearer  comes.  In  ev’ry  found 
Dellrudlion  threatens.  Ha  ! by  Heaven  this  way 
Calippus  comes— Let  me  retard  his  fpeed.  \Exit, 

Euphrasia  coming  forward. 

How  my  diftracled  heart  throbs  wild  with  fear  ? 
What  brings  Calippus  ? wherefore  ? fave  me  Eleaven  I 

Enter  Calippus, 

Calippus, 

This  fallen  mufmg  in  thefe  drear  abodes 
Alarms  fufpicion  : the  King  knows  thy  plottings^* 
Thy  rooted  hatred  to  the  Late  and  him. 

His  fov’reign  will  commands  thee  to  repair 
Tills  moment  to  his  prefence. 

Euphrasia. 

Ha ! what  means 

The  tyrant?-—!  obey  (Exit  Calippus.)  and^  oh!  yc 
Pow’rs, 

Ye  minifters  of  Heaven,  defend  my  father; 

Support  his  drooping  age ; and  when  anon 
Avenging  juLice  fnakes  her  crimfon  fteel. 

Oh  1 be  the  grave  at  leaft  a place  of  reft ; 

That  from  his  covert  in  the  hour  of  peace 
Forth  he  may  come  to  blefs  a willing  people^ 

And  be  your  own  juft  im^age  here  on  earth. 

End  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT  the  FOURTH. 


Enter  Melanthon  and  Philotas. 


Melanthon. 


Aw 


^AY ; no  more  3 pernicious^  vile  difTembler ! 


Philotas. 

Wherefore  this  frantic  rage  ? 


Melanthon. 

Thou  can'ib  not  varnifh 

With  thy  perfidious  arts  a crime  like  this. 

I climb’d  the  rugged  clilFi  but,  oh  ! thou  traitor. 
Where  is  Evander  ? Thro’  each  dungeon’s  gloom 
I fought  the  good  old  King : the  guilt  is  thine  3 
May  vengeance  wait  thee  for  it. 

Philotas. 

Still,  Melanthon, 

Let  prudence  guide  thee. 


Melanthon. 

Thou  hafb  plung’d  thee  down 
Far  as  the  loweft  depth  of  hell-born  crimes  3 
Thou  haft  out-gone  ail  regiflers  of  guilt  3 
Beyond  all  fable  halt  thou  finn’d,  Philotas. 

Philotas. 

y Heav’n  thou  wrong’it  me : did’fh  thou  know,  old 
man-— « 
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Melanthon. 

Could  not  his  revVend  age,  could  not  his  virtue, 

Piis  wots  unnumoer’ci,  Ibften  thee  to  pity? 

Thou  halt  deflroy’d  my  King. 

Philotas, 

Yet  wilt  thou  hear  me 
Your  King  ftill  lives. 

Melanthon. 

Thou  vile  deceiver  !-— Lives  ! 

But  where?  Away;  no  more.  I charge  thee,  leave  me., 

Philotas. 

We  have  remov’d  him  to  a lure  afylum. 

Melanthon. 

Remov’d  !— Thou  traitor  ! what  dark  privacy-— 

Vv  hy  move  him  thence.^  ilie  vile  aiTaflln’s  fcab 
Bias  dos’d  his  days— cairn  unrelenting  villain  1 
I know  it  ail. 


Philotas. 

By  ev’ry  pow’r  above 

Evander  lives ; in  fa/ety  lives.  Lafl:  night, 

V/hen  in  his  dark  embrace  flcep  wrapt  the  world, 
Euphrafia  came,  a fpcfta^le  odvroe; 

Dar'a  to  appioadi  our  guaid,  and  whh  her  tears. 
With  vehemence  of  gaef,  ihe  touch’d  my  heart. 

I gave  her  father  to  ncr. 

Melanthon. 

Plow,  Philotas  ! 

If  uiou  do’.c  not  deceiv^e  me — > 

Phi- 
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Philotas. 

No,  by  Heaven ! 

By  ev’ry  pow’r  above— But  hark  ! thole  notes 
Speak  Dionyfiiis  near ; anon,  my  friend. 

Til  tell  thee  each  particular  j thy  King 
Mean  while  is  fafe— but  lo  ! the  tyrant  comes ; 

With  guilt  like  his  I muft  equivocate. 

And  teach  ev’n  truth  and  honour  to  diiTemble. 

ErJer  Dionysius,  Calippus,  Cfe. 
Dionysius. 

Av;ay  each  vain  alarm ; the  fun  goes  down. 

Nor  yet  Timoleon  ilTues  from  his  fleet. 

There  let  him  linffer  on  the  wave-worn  beach  ; 

o ^ 

Here  the  vain  Greek  fliail  And  another  Troy, 

A more  than  Heclor  here.  Tlio’  Carthage  fly, 
Ourfelf,  ftiil'Dionyflus  here  remains. 

And  means  the  Greek  to  treat  of  terms  of  peace  ? 

By  Heav’n,  this  panting  bofom  hop’d  to  meet 
His  boafled  phalanx  on  the  embattled  plain. 

And  doth  he  now,  on  peaceful  councils  bent, 
Difpatch  his  herald  Let  the  flave  approach. 

■■  Enter  the  Herald. 

Dionysius. 

Now^  fpeak  thy  purpofe ; what  doth  Greece  impart  ? 
Herald. 

•f 

Timoleon,  Sir,  whofe  great  renown  in  arms 
Is  equall’d  only  by  the  fofter  virtues 
Of  mild  humanity  that  fway  his  heart. 

Sends  me  his  delegate  to  offer  terms. 

On  which  ev’n  foes  may  w^ell  accord ; on  which 

Thc^ 
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The  fiercefr  nature,  though  it  fpurn  at  jufcice. 

May  lympathize  with  his. 

Dionysius* 

Unfold  thy  myflery; 

Thou  flialt  be  heard. 

EIerald* 

The  geYrous  leader  fees, 

With  pity  fees,  the  wild  defbruclive  havock 
Of  ruthlefs  war;  he  hath  furvey’d  around 
The  heaps  of  flain  that  cover  yonder  field. 

And  touch’d  with  gen’rous  feme  of  human  woe> 
Weeps  o’er  his  victories. 

Dionysius. 

Your  leader  weeps ! 

Then  let  the  author  of  thofe  ills  thou  fpeak’fl  of^ 
Let  the  ambitious  factor  of  deftruction. 

Timely  retreat,  and  clofe  the  feene  of  blood. 

Why  doth  affrighted  peace  behold  his  ilandard  • 
Uprear’d  in  Sicily?  and  wherefore  here 
The  iron  ranks  of  v/ar,  from  which  the  meDherd 
Retires  appall’d,  and  leaves  the  blafled  hopes 
Of  half  the  year,  while  clofer  to  her  breaft 
The  mother  clafps  her  infant  ? 

Herald. 

'Tis  not  mine 

To  plead  Timoleon’s  caufe ; not  mine  the  ciBcc 
To  juftify  the  ftrong,  the  righteous  motives 
That  urge  him  to  the  war : the  only  fcope 
My  deputation  aims  at,  is  to  fix 
An  interval  of  peace,  a paufe  of  horror. 

That  they,  whofe  bodies  on  the  naked  ihore 
Lie  weltering  in  their  blood,  from  either  hofe 

May 
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May  meet  the  lafl  fad  rites  to  nature  due. 

And  decent  lie  in  honourable  graves. 

Dioxysius. 

Go  tell  your  leader-,  his  pretexts  are  vain. 

Let  him,  with  thofe  that  live,  embark  for  Greece, 
And  leave  our  peaceful  plains  ; the  mangled  limbs 
Of  thofe  he  murder’d,  from  my  tender  care 
Shall  meet  due  obfequies. 

. Herald, 

The  hero.  Sir, 

Wages  no  war  with  thofe,  who  bravely  die; 

^Tis  for  the  dead  I fupplicate  j for  them 
We  fue  for  peace  ; and  to  the  living  too 
Timoleon  would  extend  it,  but  the  groans 
Of  a whole  people  have  unflieath’d  his  E^^ord; 

A fngle  day  will  pay  the  funeral  rites. 
To-morrow’s  fun  may  fee  both  armies  ineet 
Without  hoilility,  and  all  in  honour; 

You  to  interr  the  troops,  who  bravely  fell ; 

We,  on  our  part,  to  give  an  humble  fod 
To  thole,  who  gain’d  a footing  on  the  ille. 

And  by  their  death  have  conquer’d. 

Dionysius. 

Ee  it  fo ; 

I grant  thy  fuit : foon  as  to-m.orrov/s  dawn 
Illume  the  world,  the  rage  of  wafting  war 
In  vain  fhall  thirft  for  blood  : but  mark  my  words ; 
If  the  next  orient  fun  behold  you  here, 

That  hour  fliall  fee  me  terrible  in  arms 
Deluge  yon  plain,  and  let  deftruclion  loofe. 

Thou  know’It  my  laft  refolve,  and  now  farewell. 
Some  careful  ohicer  conducl  him  forth. 

S^Exit  Herald. 

By  Heav’n  the  Greek  hath  offered  to  my  fword 
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An  eafy  prey;  a facrifice  to  glut 

My  great  revenge.  Calippus  let  each  foldier 

This  night  refign  his  wearied  limbs  to  refb. 

That  ere  the  dawn,  with  renovated  flrength. 

On  the  unguarded,  unfufpe6ling  foe, 

Difarm’d,  and  bent  on  fuperftitious  rites. 

From  every  quarter  we  may  rufh  undaunted. 

Give  the  invaders  to  the  deathful  fled. 

And  by  one  carnage  bury  all  in  ruin; 

My  valiant  friends  hahe  to  yoiir  feveral  pofts. 
And  let  this  night  a calm  unruffled  fpirit 
Lie  huffl’d  iii  deep  : away,  my  friends,  difperfe* 
Philotas,  waits  Euphrafia  as  we  order'd  ? 

PhILOTASo 

She's  here  at  hand. 

Dionysius. 

Admit  her  to  our  prefence.  . 

Rage  and  defpair,  a thoufand  warring  pafflonSi 
All  rife  by  turns,  and  piece-meal  rend  my  heart. 
Yet  ev'ry  means,  all  meafures  mud:  be  tried. 

To  fweep  the  Grecian  fpoiler  from  the  land. 

And  fix  the  crown  unfhaken  on  my  brow. 

E?iUr  Euphrasia, 

Euphrasia. 

What  fudden  caufe  requires  Euphrafia’s  prefence  ? 
Dionysius. 

Approach,  fair  mourner,  and  difpel  thy  fears.- 
Thy  grief,  thy  tender  duty  to  thy  father. 

Has  touch’d  me  nearly.  In  his  lone  retreat 
Refped:,  attendance,  ev’ry  lenient  care 
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To  foothe  affli(5lion,  and  extend  his  life, 

Evander  has  commanded, 

Euphrasia. 

Vile  diflembler  ! 

Detefted  homicide!  (Afide)—hx^^  has  thy  heart 
Felt  for  the  wretched  ? 

Dionysius. 

Urgencies  of  ftate 

Abridg’d  his  liberty ; but  to  his  perfon 
All  honour  hath  been  paid. 

Euphrasia. 

The  righteous  Gods 

Have  mark’d  thy  ways,  and  will  in  time  repay 
Juft  retribution. 


Dionysius, 

If  to  fee  your  father, 

If  here  to  meet  him  in  a fond  embrace. 

Will  calm  thy  breaft,  and  dry  thofe  beauteous  tears 
A moment  more  ftiall  bring  him  to  your  prefence. 

Euphrasia. 

Fla ! lead  him  hither ! Sir,  to  move  him  now, 
Aged,  infirm,  worn  out  with  toil  and  years— 

No,  let  me  feck  him  rather— -If  foft  pity 

Has  touch’d  your  heart,  oh ! fend  me,  fend  me  to  him 

Dionysius. 

Controul  this  wild  alarm ; with  prudent  care 
Philotas  mall  conclu(ft  him  \ here  I grant 
The  tender  interview. 
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Eltphrasia. 

Difaftrous  fate ! 

Ruin  impends  !-— This  will  difcover  all ; 

i’ll  perilh  firft ; provoke  his  utmoft  rage.  ( Afide ) 

Tho’  much  I languifh  to  behold  my  father. 

Yet  now  it  were  not  fit— the  fun  goes  down; 

Night  falls  apace ; fpon  as  returning  day-— 

Dionysius. 

This  night,  this  very  hour,  you  both  mufl:  meet. 
Together  you  may  ferve  the  ftate  and  me. 

Thou  fee’ll  the  havock  of  wide  walling  war; 

And  more,  full  well  you  know,  are  Hill  tp  bleed, 
Thou  may’ll  prevent  their  fate. 

Euphrasia. 

Oh ! give  the  means. 

And  I wiirblefs  thee  for  it. 

Dionysius. 

From  a Greek, 

Torments  have  wrung  the  truth.  Thy  hufband,  Php- 
cion 

Euphrasia, 

Oh  ! fay,  fpeak  of  my  Phocion. 

Dionysius. 

He;  ’tis  he 

Hath  kindled  up  this  war;  with  treaqherous  art$ 
Inflam’d  the  Hates  of  Greece,  and  now  the  traitor 
Comes  with  a foreign  aid  to  wrell  my  crown. 

Euphrasia. 

And  dpes  my  Phocion  lliare  Timoleon’s  glory? 
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Dionysius. 

With  him  invefbs  our  walls,  and  bids  rebellion 
Eredl  her  ftandard  here. 

Euphrasia. 

Oh  1 blefs  him  Gods  ! 

Where’er  my  hero  treads  the  paths  of  war, 

Lift  on  his  fide ; againft  the  hoftile  javelin 
Uprear  his  mighty  buckler  j to  his  fword 
Lend  the  fierce  whirlwind’s  rage,  that  he  may  come 
With  wreaths  of  triumph,  and  with  conqueft  crown’d^ 
And  his  Euphrafia  fpring  with  rapture  to  him. 
Melt  in  his  arms,  and  a whole  nation’s  voice 
Applaud  my  hero  with  a love  like  mine  I 

Dionysius. 

Ungrateful  fair  ! Has  not  our  fovereign  will 
On  thy  defendants  fix’d  Sicilia’s  crown  ? 

Have  1 not  vow’d  protection  to  your  boy  ? 

Euphrasia. 

From  thee  the  crov/n!  From  thee!  Euphrafia’s  chil- 
dren 

Shall  on  a nobler  bafts  found  their  rights, 

On  their  own  virtue,  and  a people’s  choice. 

Dionysius, 

Mifguided  woman  ! 


Euphrasia. 

A-fk  of  thee  prote6tion  ! 

The  fathers  valour  fhall  protedl  his  boy. 

Dionysius. 

Rufh  not  cn  furc  ddlructionj  ere  to  late 
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Accept  onr  proffer’d  grace.  The  terms  are  thefe , 
Inftant  fend  forth  a meffage  to  your  hufband ; 

Bid  him  draw  off  his  Greeks  ! unmoor  his  fleet. 
And  meafjre  back  his  way.  Full  well  he  knows 
You  and  your  father  are  my  hoftages ; 

And  for  his  treafon  both  may  anlwer. 

Euphrasia. 

Think’fl:  thou  then 

So  meanly  of  my  Phocion  ?— Dofl:  thou  deem  him 
Poorly  wound  up  to  a mere  fit  of  valour. 

To  melt  away  in  a weak  woman’s  tear  ? 

Oh  ! thou  doft  little  know  him  j know’ft  but  little 
Of  his  exalted  foul.  With  gen’rous  ardour 
Still  will  he  urge  the  great,  the  glorious  plan, 

And  gain  the  ever  honour’d  bright  reward. 

Which  fame  intwines  around  the  patriot’s  brow. 
And  bids  for  ever  flouriln  on  his  tomb. 

For  natiqns  free’d  and  tyrant^  laid  in  dull. 

Dionysius. 

By  Heav’n,  this  night  Evander  breathes  his  lad. 
Euphrasia. 

Better  for  him  to  fink  at  once  to  red, 

Than  linger  thus  beneath  the  gripe  of  famine, 

In  a vile  dungeon  fcoop’d  v/ith  barb’rous  fkiii 
Beep  in  the  flinty  rock  ; a monument 
Of  that  fell  malice  and  that  black  fufpicion 
That  mark’d  your  father’s  reign  ; a dungeon  drear 
Prepar’d  for  innocence  !— Vice  liv’d  fecure. 

It  flourifh’d,  triumph’d,  grateful  to  his  heart ; 

’Twas  virtue  only  could  give  umbrage ; then, 

In  that  black  period,  to  be  great  and  good 
Was  a date  crime  ; the  pow’rs  of  genius  then 
Werp  a condrudive  treafon. 
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Dionysius, 

Ha ! beware. 

Nor  with  vile  calumny  provoke  my  rage. 

Euphrasia, 

Whatever  was  laudable,  whate’er  was  worthy. 

Sunk  under  foul  opprefTion  ; freeborn  men 
Were  torn  in  private  from  their  houfehold  gods. 
Shut  from  the  light  of  Heaven  in  cavern'd  cells. 
Chain’d  to  the  grunfel  edge,  and  left  to  pine 
In  bitternefs  of  foul ; while  in  the  vaulted  roof 
The  tyrant  fat,  and  through  a fecret  channel 
Collevfled  ev’ry  found  j heard  each  complaint 
Of  martyr’d  virtue  ; kept  a regifter 
Of  fighs  and  groans  by  cruelty  extorted; 

Noted  the  honell  language  of  the  heart; 

^ ^ O O 

Then  on  the  viclims  wreak’d  his  murd’rous  rage. 
For  yielding  to  the  feelings  of  their  nature. 

Dionysius. 

Obdurate  wmman  ! obftinate  in  ill  ! 

Here  ends  all  parley.  Now  your  father’s  doom 
Is  fix’d ; irrevocably  fix’d. 

Euphrasia. 

Thy  doom,  perhaps. 

May  firfl:  be  fix’d  ; the  doom  that  ever  waits 
The  fell  oppreffor,  from  a throne  ufurp’d 
Flurl’d  headlong  down.  Think  of  thy  father’s  fate! 
At  Corinth  Dionyfius  ! 

Dionysius. 

Ha ! this  night 

Evander  dies ; and  thou,  detefred  fair ! 

Thou  fhalt  behold  him,  while  inventive  cruelty 
Furfues  his  wearied  life  through  every  nerve. 

I fcora 
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I fcorn  all  dull  delay.  This  very  night 

Shall  fate  my  great  revenge.  [ExiL 

Euphrasia. 

This  night  perhaps 

Shall  whelm  thee  down,  no  more  to  blall:  creation. 
My  father,  who  inhabit’ft  with  the  dead. 

Now  let  me  feek  thee  in  the  lonely  tomb. 

And  tremble  there  with  anxious  hope  and  fear. 

[£^/Vo 

Scene  the  Infide  cf  the  'Eemple. 

Enter  Phocion  and  Melanthon, 
Phocion. 

Each  ftep  I move,  a grateful  terror  Ihal^es 
My  frame  to  dihblution. 

Melanthon. 

Sum.mon  all 

Thy  wonted  firmnefs  ; in  that  dreary  vault 
A living  King  is  number’d  with  the  dead, 
ril  take  my  poll,  near  where  the  pillar’d  ifle 
Supports  the  central  dome,  that  no  alarm 
Surprize  you  in  the  pious  aft. 

Phocion. 

If  here 

They  both  are  found  ; if  in  Evander’s  arms 
Euphrafia  meets  my  fearch^  the  fates  atone 
For  all  my  fuff’rings,  all  afhiclions  pafl. 

Yes  I will  feek  them— -ha !— the  gaping  tomb 
Invites  my  fteps— nov/  be  propitious  Fleaven ! 

[He  enters  the  Eojnh. 
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Enter  Euphrasia. 

All  hail  ye  caves  of  horror  ! — In  this  gloom 
Divine  content  can  dwell,  the  heartfelt  tear. 

Which,  as  it  falls,  a father’s  trembling  hand 
Will  catch,  and  wipe  the  forrows  from  my  eye. 
Thou  Pow’r  fupreme ! whole  all-pervading  mind 
Guides  this  great  frame  of  things  i v/ho  now  behold’ft 
me. 

Who  in  that  cave  of  death  art  full  as  perfect 
As  in  the  gorgeous  palace,  now,  while  pight 
Broods  o’er  the  world.  I’ll  to  thy  facred  fhrine. 

And  fupplicate  thy  mercies  to  my  father. 

Who’s  there  ? Evander  ? Anfwer— — tell  me— - 

{peak 

/ Enter  Phocion  from  the  Eomh, 

Phocion. 

What  voice  is  that  ?— Melanthon ! 

Euphrasia. 

Ha!  thofe  founds  ! — 

Speak  of  Evander ; tell  me  that  he  lives> 

Or  loll  Euphrafia  dies. 

Phocion’. 

Heart-fwelling  tranfport ! 

Art  thou  Euphrafia  ^ ’tis  thy  Phocion,  love ; 

Thy  hufband  comes. 

Euphrasia. 

Support  me  > reach  thy  hand. 

Phocion.  ' 

Once  more  I clafp  her  in  this  fond  embrace ! 

Eu- 
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Euphrasia. 

What  miracle  has  brought  thee  to  me  ? 

Phocion. 

Love 

Infpir'd  my  heart,  and  guided  all  my  ways# 
Euphrasia. 

Oh  ! thou  dear  wanderer ! But  v/herefore  here  ? 
Why  in  this  place  of  v/oe  ? my  tender  little  one. 
Say  is  he  fafe  ? oh  ? fatisfy  a mother ; 

Speak  of  my  child,  or  I go  wild  at  once. 

Tell  me  his  fate,  and  tell  me  all  thy  own. 

Phocion. 

Your  boy  is  fafe,  Euphrafia.;  lives  to  reign 
In  Sicily ; Timoleon’s  genhous  care 
Proteds  him  in  his  camp ; difpel  thy  fears ; 

The  Gods  once  more  will  give  him  to  thy  arms. 

Euphrasia. 

My  father  lives  fepulchred  ere  his  time. 

Here  in  Eudocia’s  tomb  5 let  me  condud  thee. 

Phocion. 

I came  this  moment  thence. 

Euphrasia. 

And  faw  Evander  ? 


Phocion, 

Alas  1 I found  him  not. 
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Euphrasia. 

Not  found  him  there  ? 

And  have  they  then— Have  the  fell  murderers— -Oh 

\_faints  awa)\ 


Phocion. 

I’ve  been  too  ralh  ; revive,  my  love,  revive ; 

Thy  Phocion  calls ; the  Gods  will  guard  Evander, 
And  fave  him  to  reward  thy  matchlefs  virtue. 

Enter  Evander  and  Melanthon. 

Evander. 

Lead  me,  Melanthon,  guide  my  aged  fteps ; 
Where  is  he  ? Let  me  fee  him. 

Phocion. 

My  Euphrafia ; 

Thy  father  lives  thou  venerable  man  ! 

Behold  ! 1 cannot  fly  to  thy  embrace. 

Euphrasia. 

Thefe  agonies  mufl:  end  me  j ah  ! my  father  ! 
Again  I have  him ; gracious  Pow’rs  ! again 
I clafp  his  hand,  and  bathe  it  with  my  tears. 

Evander. 

Euphrafia!  Phocion  too!  Yes,  both  are  herej 
Oh  ! let  me  thus,  thus  ftrain  you  to  my  heart.  . 

Phocion. 

Prote6led  by  a daughter’s  tender  care. 

By  my  Euphrafia  fav’d  ! That  fweet  reflexion 
Exalts  the  blifs  to  rapture. 

Eu 
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Euphrasia. 

Why  my  father. 

Why  thus  adventure  forth  ? The  flrong  alarm 
O’erwhelm’d  my  fpirits. 

Evander. 

I went  forth,  my  child. 

When  all  was  dark,  and  awful  filence  round. 

To  throw  me  prollrate  at  the  altar’s  foot. 

And  crave  the  care  of  Heav’n  for  thee  and  thine. 
Melanthon  there 

Enter  Philotas. 

Euphrasia. 

Philotas ! ha ! what  means 

Philotas. 

Inevitable  ruin  hovers  o’er  you  : 

The  tyrant’s  fury  mounts  into  a blaze ; 

Unfated  yet  with  blood,  he  calls  aloud 
For  thee,  Evander^  thee  his  rage  hath  order’d 
This  moment  to  his  prefence. 

Evander. 

Lead  me  to  him  : 

His  prefence  hath  no  terror  for  Evande 
Euphrasia, 

Horror  ! It  mull  not  be. 

Philotas. 

No ; never,  never  : 

I’ll  perifn  rather.  But  the  time  demands 
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Our  utmoft  vigour ; with  the  light’ning’s  fpeed 
Decifive,  rapid.  With  the  fcorpion  flings 
Of  confcience  lafh’d,  defpair  and  horror  fcize  him. 
And  guilt  but  ferves  to  goad  his  tortur’d  mind 
To  blacker  crimes.  His  policy  has  granted 
A day’s  fufpenfe  from  arms ; yet  even  now 
Hio  troops  prepare,  in  the  dead  midnight  hour. 
With  bafe  furprife,  to  ftorm  Timoleon’s  camp. 

Evander. 

And  doth  he  grant  a falfe  infidious  truce, 

To  turn  the  hour  of  peace  to  blood  and  horror  ? 

Euphrasia. 

, I know  the  monfter  well : when  fpecious  feeming 
Becalms  his  looks,  the  rankling  heart  within 
Teems  with  deflrudlion.  Like  our  own  mount .Titna 
When  the  deep  fnows  invefl  his  hoary  head. 

And  a whole  winter  gathers  on  his  brow. 

Looking  tranquility  ; ev’n  then  beneath 
The  fuel’d  entrails  fummon  all  their  rage. 

Till  the  affrighted  fhepherd  round  him  fees 
The  fudden  ruin,  the  vulcano’s  burfl. 

Mountains  hurl’d  up  in  air,  and  moulten  rocks, 
And  ail  the  land  with  delblation  coverM, 

Melanthon, 

Now,  Phocion,  now,  on  thee  our  hope  depends. 

Fly  to  Timoleon ; I can  grant  a pafsport : 

Rouze  him  to  vengeance  i on  the  tyrant  turn 
His  own  infidious  arts,  or  ail  is  loft. 

Phocion. 

Evander  thou,  and  thou,  my  beft  Euphrafia, 

Both  fball  attend  my  flight. 


Me 


A TRAGEDY, 


•2S5 


Melanthon. 

It  were  in  vain ; 

Th’  attempt  would  hazard  all. 

Euphrasia. 

Together  here 

We  will  remain^  fafe  in  the  cave  of  death ; 

And  wait  our  freedom  from  thy  conquering  arm. 

, Evander. 

Oh  ! would  the  Gods  roll  back  the  ftream  of  time. 
And  give  this  arm  the  finew  that  it  boafbed 
At  Tauromenium,  when  its  force  refifllefs 
Mow’d  down  the  ranks  of  war ; I then  might  guide 
The  battle’s  rage,  and,  ere  Evander  die. 

Add  ll;ill  another  laurel  to  my  brow. 

Euphrasia. 

Enough  of  laurell’d  vidlory  your  fw^ord 
Hath  reap’d  in  earlier  days. 

Evander. 

And  fhall  my  fword. 

When  the  great  caufe  of  liberty  invites. 

Remain  inactive,  unperforming  quite  ? 

Youth,  fecond  youth  rekindles  in  my  veins  : 

Tho’  worn  with  age,  this  arm  will  know  its  office; 
Will  fliew  that  vi6lory  has  not  forgot 
Acquaintance  with  this  hand.— And  yet — O ffiame  ! 
It  will  not  be  : the  momentary  blaze 
Sinks,  and  expires  : I have  furviv’d  it  all ; 

Surviv’d  my  reign,  my  people  and  myfelf, 

Euphrasia. 

Fly^  Phocion,  fly ; Melanthon  will  conduft  thee. 

Me- 
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Melanthon. 

And  when  th’  afiault  begins,  my  faithful  cohorts 
Shall  form  their  ranhs  around  this  facred  dome, 

Pkocion. 

And  my  poor  captive  friends,  my  brave  companions 
Taken  in  battle,  wilt  thou  guard  their  lives? 

Melanthon, 

Trufl  to  my  care  : no  danger  flaall  alTail  them. 
Phocion-. 

By  Pleav'n,  the  glorious  expeftation  fwells 
This  panting  bofom  ! Yes,  Euphrafia,  yes  5 
Awhile  I leave  you  to  the  care  of  Heaven. 

Fell  Dionyfius  tremble  j ere  the  dawn 
Timoleon  thunders  at  your  gates ; the  rage. 

The  pent-up  rage  of  twenty  thoufand  Greeks, 

Shall  burd  at  once ; and  the  tumultuous  roar 
Alarm  th’  aftonilh/d  world.  The  brazen  gates 
Ai'under  Hiall  be  rent ; the  tow’rs,  the  ramparts. 
Shall  yield  to  Grecian  valour ; death  and  rage 
Thro’  the  wide  city’s  round  fhall  wade  in  gore, 

And  guilty  men  awake  to  gafp  their  laft. 
Melanthon,  come. 


• Evander. 

Yet,  ere  thou  go’d,  young  man, 

Attend  my  words  : tho’  guilt  may  oft  provoke. 
As  now  it  does,  jud  vengeance  on  it’s  head. 

In  mercy  punidi  it.  The  rage  of  daughter 
Can  add  no  trophy  to  the  vidor’s  triumph ; 

Bid  him  not  fhed  unneceiTary  blood. 

Conqued  is  proud,  inexorable,  fierce ; 

It  is  humanity  enobles  all. 

So  thinks  Evander,  and  fo  tell  Timoleon. 


Phq- 
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Phocion. 

Farewell ; the  midnight  hour  fhall  give  you  free- 
dom. with  Melanthon  and  Philotas, 

Euphrasia. 

Ye  guardian  Deities,  watch  all  his  ways. 

Evander. 

Come,  my  Euphrafia,  in  this  interval 
Together  we  will  feek  the  facred  altar. 

And  thank  the  God,  whofe  pre fence  fills  the  dome. 
For  the  belt  gift  his  bounty  could  beflow, 

The  virtue  he  has  giv’n  thee ; there  we’ll  pour 
Our  hearts  in  praife,  in  tears  of  adoration. 

For  all  the  wond’rous  goodnefs  lavidi’d  on  us. 


End  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 
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ACT  the  FIFTH, 

Enter  Dionysius  and  Calippus. 
Dionysius. 

RE  the  day  clos'd,  while  yet  the  bufy  tye 
^ Might  view  their  camp,  their  Rations  and  their 
guards, 

Their  preparations  for  approaching  night, 

Did’fl:  thou  then  mark  the  motions  of  the  Greeks  ? 

Calippus. 

From  the  watch-tour  I faw  them  : all  things  fpokc 
A foe  fecure,  and  difciplihe  relax'd. 

Their  arms  thrown  idly  by,  the  foldiers  ftray’d 
To  one  another's  tents  ; their  Reeds  no  more 
Stood  near  at  hand  caparifon’d  for  war ; 

And  from  the  lines  numbers  pour'd  out,  to  fee 
The  fpot  where  the  befieg’d  had  fallied  forth, 

And  the  fierce  battle  rag’d ; to  view  the  Rain 
That  lie  in  heaps  upon  the  crimfon  beach. 

There  the  fond  brother,  the  afflidted  father. 

And  the  friend  fought  fome  veRige  of  the  face 
Of  him  who  dy’d  in  battle  ; night  came  on  ; 

Some  Rowiy  gain’d  their  tents : difpers’d  around 
Whole  parties  loiter’d,  touch’d  with  deep  regret  j 
War,  and  its  train  of  duties,  all  forgot. 

Dionysius. 

Their  folly  gives  them  to  my  fword:  are  all 
JMy  orders  iRued  ? 

Calippus, 

All. 


Diony- 
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Dionysius. 

The  troops  retir’d 

To  gain  recruited  vigour  from  repofe  ? 

Calippus. 

The  city  round  lies  hufh’d  in  deep. 

Dionysius. 

Anon 

Let  each  brave  officer,  of  chofen  valour, 

Forfake  his  couch,  and  with  delib’rate  fpiritj 
Meet  at  the  citadel.  An  hour  at  furtheft 
Before  the  dawn,  ’tis  fix’d  to  ftorm  their  camp ; 

And  whelm, their  men^  their  arms,  and  Heeds  and 
tents. 

In  one  prodigious  ruin.  Hafte,  Calippus, 

Fly  to  thy  poll:,  and  bid  Euphrafia  enter. 

[Exit  Calippus. 

Evander  dies  this  night : Euphrafia  too 
Shall  be.difpos’d  of.  Curfe  on  Phocion’s  fraud. 
That  from  my  pow’r  withdrew  their  infant  boy. 

In  him  the  feed  of  future  Kings  v/ere  cruffi’d, 

And  the  whole  hated  line  at  once  extinguiffi’d. 

Eli  ter  Euphrasia. 

Dionysius. 

Once  more  approach  and  hear  me ; ’tis  not  now 
A time  to  waHe  in  the  vain  war  of  words. 

A crifis  big  with  horror  is  at  hand. 

I meant  to  fpare  the  flrcam  of  blood,  thiat  foon 
Shall  deluge  yonder  plains.  My  fair  propofals 
Thy  haughty  fpirit  has  with  fcorn  rejedted.^, 

And  now,  by  Heav’n,  here  in  thy  very  fight, 
Evander  breathes  his  lafl:. 

P p . Eu. 
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Euphrasia. 

The  truce  you’ve  granted  • 

SuTpends  the  rage  of  war:  mean  time  fend  forth 
"I  he  orators  of  peace  with  olive  crown’d. 

I'imoleon,  good  and  jull,  and  ever  willing 
To  conquer  rather  by  perfuafive  truth, 

Than  by  devouring  Oaughter,  will  agree 
In  friendly  parley  to  alTert  his  rights. 

And  compromife  the  war. 

Dionysius. 

And  mu  ft  I fue 

For  terms  of  peace  ?— To  an  invader  fue  ? 

Since  you,  the  fiend  of  Syracufe  and  Greece, 

Since  you  thus  urge  me  on  to  defp’rate  daring. 
Your  father  firft— of  him  I’ll  be  aftlir’d— - 
Your  father  meets  his  fate. 

Euphrasia. 

If  yet  there’s  wanting 
A crim.e  to  fill  the  meafure  of  thy  guilt. 

Add  that  black  murder  to  the  dreadful  lift; 

With  that  complete  the  horrors  of  thy  reign. 

Dionysius. 

Woman,  beware  : Philotas  is  at  hand. 

And  to  our  prefence  leads  Evander.  All 
Thy  daik  complottings,  and  thy  treach’roiis  arts. 
Have  prov’d  abortive. 

Euphrasia. 

Ha  !— Wliat  new  event  ? 

And  is  Fhiiotas  faife  ?— Idas  he  betray’d  him  ? 

(ylfide, 

Diony- 
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Dionysius. 

Evander’s  doom  is  feard---What  ho  ! Philotas ; 
Now  lhalt  thou  fee  him  die  in  pangs  before  thee. 

Enter  Philotas. 

Euphrasia. 

How  my  heart  finks  within  me  ! 

Dionysius. 

Where’s  your  pris’ner  ? 

Philotas. 

Evander  is  no  more, 

Dionysius. 

Ha  !— Death  has  robb’d  me 
Of  half  my  great  revenge. 

Philotas. 

Worn  out  with  anguifh 
I faw  iife  ebb  apace.  With  fludied  art 
We  gave  each  cordial  drop,  alas ! in  vain  ; 

He  heav’d  a figh  j invok’d  his  daughter’s  name, 
Smil’d  and  expir’d. 


Dionysius, 

Bring  me  his  hoary  head, 

Philotas. 

You’ll  pardon.  Sir,  my  over-hafty  zeal. 
I gave  the  body  to  the  foaming  furge 
Down  the  fleep  rock  defpis’d. 

P p 2 
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Dionysius. 

Now  rave  and  fliriek, 

And  rend  your  fcatter’d  hair'  No  more  Evander 
Shall  fway  Sicilia’s  fceptre. 

Euphrasia, 

Mighty  Gods ! 

The  harden’d  heart,  the  man  elate  with  pride 
View  with  companion  ! To  the  bad  extend 
Some  portion  of  your  mercy ; criines  and  blood 
Flave  made  their  fouls  a feat  of  defolation. 

Of  v/oe,  defpair  and  horror!  Turn  to  them 
An  eye  of  pity : wliom  your  bounty  form’d 
To  truth,  to  goodnefs,  and  to  gen’rous  deeds, 

On  them  no  more  from  your  bright  ftores  of  blifs 
You  need  difpenle  : their  virtue  will  fupport  them, 

Dionysius, 

Now  then  thou  feel’fl:  miy  vengeance, 

Euphrasia. 

Glory  in  it ; 

Exult  and  triumph.  Thy  word:  fhaft  is  fped. 

Yet  ftill  th’  unconquer’d  mind  with  fcorn  can  view 
thee ; 

With  the  calm  funfhine  of  the  bread:  can  fee 
Thy  pow’r  unequal  to  fubdue  the  foul. 

Which  Virtue  form’d,  and  which  the  Gods  protect, 

Dionysius. 

Philotas,  bear  her  hence ; die  diall  not  live ; 

This  moment  bear  her  hence ; you  know  the  red  ^ 
Go,  fee  our  will  obey’d  ^ that  done,  with  all 
A warrior’s  fpeed  attend  mie  at  the  citadel ; 

There  meet  the  heroes,  whom  this  night  diall  lead 

To 


A TRAGEDY. 


^93 


To  freedom,  vi6lory,  to  glorious  havock, 

And  the  deib'u6lion  of  the  Grecian  name. 

Euphrasia. 

Accept  my  thanks,  Philotas ; generous  man  ! 

Thefe  tears  attefb  th'  emotions  of  my  heart. 

But  oh  ! fnould  Greece  defer— 

Philotas. 

♦ 

Difpel  thy  fears ; 

Phocion  will  bring  relief  s or  fhould  the  tyrant 
AlTault  their  camp,  he’ll  meet  a marHiall’d  foe. 

Let  me  condud  thee  to  the  filent  tomb. 

Euphrasia. 

Ah  ! there  Evander,  nak^d  and  difarm’d, 

Defencelefs  quite,  may  meet  fome  ruffian  ilroke, 

Philotas. 

Lo  ! here  a weapon ; bear  this  dagger  to  him. 

In  the  drear  monument  ffiould  hollile  fteps 
Dare  to  approach  him,  they  muft  enter  fingly; 

This  guards  the  paffiage ; man  by  man  they  die. 
There  may ’ft  thou  dwell  amidft  the  wild  commotion* 

Euphrasia. 

Ye  pitying  Gods,  protecl  my  father  there  ! 

Scene  the  CITADEL. 

Calippus  and  Jeveral  Officers, 

First  Officer. 

What  new  event  thus  fummons  us  together  ? 


Ca- 
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Calippus. 

*Tls  gi*eat  occafion  calls  ; Timolcon’s  ardor 
Comes  rufhing  on  ; his  works  rife  high  in  air. 
Advance  each  day,  and  tow’r  above  our  walls. 

One  brave  exploit  may  free  us-— Lo  ! the  King. 

Enler  Dionysius. 

Dionysius. 

Ye  brave  afibciates,  who  fo  oft  have  lliar’d 
Our  toil  and  danger  in  the  field  of  glory. 

My  fellow-warriors,  what  no  god  could  promife. 
Fortune  hath  giv’n  us.  In  his  dark  embrace 
Lo  ! deep  envelops  the  whole  Grecian  camp. 
Againfl  a foe,  the  outcafts  of  their  countr)g 
Freebooters  roving  in  purfuit  of  prey, 

Succefs  by  war,  or  covert  flratagem 

Alike  is  glorious.  Then,  my  gallant  friends, 

What  need  of  words  ? The  gen’rous  call  of  freedom. 
Your  wives,  your  children,  your  invaded  rights. 

All  that  can  fleel  the  patriot  bread:  with  valour. 
Expands  and  rouzes  in  the  dwelling  heart. 

Follow  th’  impulfive  ardour ; follov/  me. 

Your  King,  your  leader;  in  the  friendly  gloom 
Of  night  aiTauIt  their  camp ; your  country’s  love. 
And  fame  eternal,  fhail  attend  the  men 
Who  march’d  through  blood  and  horror,  to  redeem 
From  the  invader’s  pow’r  their  native  land. 

Calippus. 

Lead  to  the  onfet ; Greece  drall  find  we  bear 
Hearts  prodigal  of  blood,  when  honour  calls, 
Refolv’d  to  conquer  or  to  die  in  freedom. 

Dionysius. 

Thus  I’ve  rcfolv'd  : when  the  declining  moon 


Hath 
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Hath  veird  her  orb,  our  filent  march  begins. 

The  order  thus  Calippus,  thou  lead  forth 
Iberia’s  Tons  with  the  Numidian  bands, 

And  line  the  fhore.— Perdiccas,  be  it  thine 
To  march  thy  cohorts  to  the  mountain’s  foot, 
Where  the  wood  fkirts  the  valley ; there  make  halt 
Till  brave  Amyntor  (Iretch  along  the  vale. 

Ourfelf,  with  the  embodied  cavalry 
Clad  in  their  mail’d  cuirafs,  will  circle  round 
To  where  their  camp  extends  its  furtheft  line; 
Unnumber’d  torches  there  fhall  blaze  at  once. 

The  fignal  of  the  charge;  then,  oh  ! my  friends. 
On  every  fide  let  the  wild  uproar  loofe. 

Bid  maflacre  and  carnage  ftalk  around, 

Unfparing,  unrelenting;  drench  your  fwords 
In  hoftile  blood,  and  riot  in  deftrufiiion, 

an  Officer. 

Dionysius. 

Ha ! fpeak ; unfold  thy  purpofe. 

Officer. 

Inftant  arm ; 

To  arms,  miy  Liege  ; the  foe  breaks  in  upon  us ; 
The  fubterraneous  path  is  theirs  ; that  way 
Their  band  invades  the  city  funk  in  deep. 

Dionysius. 

Treafon’s  at  work  ; detefted,  treach’rous  villains  ! 

Is  this  their  promis’d  truce  ? Away,  my  friends, 
Rouze  all  the  war;  fly  to  your  fev’ral  polls. 

And  inllant  bring  all  Syracufe  in  arms. 

\Excunt.  JVarlike  nnfick. 


Enter 
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Enter  Melanthon. 

CALIPPUSi 

Melanthon,  now  colled  your  faithful  bands, 
Melanthon. 

Do  thou  purfue  the  King ; attend  his  fleps : 
Timoleon  lords  it  in  the  captive  city. 

\^Exit  Calippus. 


Enter  Philotas. 

Melanthon. 

Philotas,  vengeance  has  begun  its  work. 

Philotas. 

The  Gods  have  fent  relief ; difmay,  and  terror, 

And  wild  amaze,  and  death  in  ev’ry  iliape. 

Fill  the  affrighted  city. 

Melanthon. 

Tyrant,  now 

Th’  inevitable  hour  of  fate  is  come.  • 

Philotas,  round  the  dome  that  holds  Evander 
We  will  arrange  our  men ; there  fix  our  poff. 

And  guard  that  fpot,  till,  like  fome  God,  Timoleon 
Still  the  wild  uproar,  and  bid  daughter  ceafe. 

\^Exeunt, 

Enter  Dionysius. 

Why  deep  the  cowari  flaves  ? All  things  confpire  ; 
The  Gods  are  leagu'd  ; I fee  them  raze  my  tow'rs  j 
My  walls  and  bulwarks  fall,  and  Neptune's  trident 
From  its  foundation  heaves  the  folid  rock. 

Pallas  diredts  the  ftorm  3 her  gorgon  fhield 


Glares 
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Glares  in  my  view,  and  from  the  fleet  flie  calls 
Her  Greeks  enrag’d.— In  arms  I’ll  meet  ’em  all. 
What,  ho  ! my  guards  i arife,  or  wake  no  more. 

Enter  Calippus. 

Calippus. 

This  way,  my  lieges  our  friends,  a valiant  band,  ^ 
Aflemble  here. 


Dionysius* 

Give  me  to  meet  the  Greek. 

Our  only  fafety  lies  in  brave  defpair.  \Exeunt^ 

Scene  the  Infide  of  the  Eemple. 

A Monument  in  the  Middle. 

Euphrasia,  Erixene,  and  Female  Attendants. 
Euphrasia. 

Which  way,  Erixene,  v/hich  way,  my  virgins. 

Shall  we  direA  our  fleps  ^ What  facred  altar 
Clafp  on  our  knees  ^ 


Erixene. 

Alas  ! the  horrid  tumult 

Spreads  the  ddtru61:ion  wide.  On  fide 

'I'he  vidlor’s  fliouts,  the  groans  of  murder’d  wretches. 

In  wild  confufion  rife.  Once  m.ore  defcend 

Eudocia's  tomb  s there  thou  may’ll;  find  a flielter. 

Euphrasia. 

Anon,  Erixene,  I mean  to  vifit. 

Perhaps  for  the  lafi  tiir.e,  a mothePs  urn. 

This  dagger  there,  this  infirument  of  death, 

VoL.  I,  Q^q 
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Should  Fortune  profper  the  fell  tyrant’s  arms, 

This  dagger  then  may  free  me  from  his  pow’r. 

And  that  drear  vault  intomb  us  all  in  peace. 

\Futs  up  the  dagger. 
Hark  ! how  the  uproar  fwells ! Alas  what  numbers 
In  Dionyfius’  caufe  fhall  yield  their  throats 
To  the  deflrudlive  fword !— Aloft  I climb’d 
The  temple’s  vaulted  roof ; the  fcene  beneath 
Is  horrible  to  fight ; the  domes  and  palaces 
Blaze  to  the  fky ; and  where  the  flames  forbear, 

The  Greeks  enrag’d  brandifh  the  gleaming  fword. 
From  the  high  roofs,  to  fhun  the  raging  fire. 
Wretches  precipitate  their  fall.  But  oh  ! 

No  paufe,  no  mercy;  to  the  edge  o’th’  fword 
They  give  their  bodies ; butcher’d,  gafh’d  with 
wounds 

They  die  in  mangled  heaps,  and  with  their  limbs 
Cover  the  fanguine  pavement. 

Erixeve. 

Hark! 


Euphrasia. 

1 he  Din 

Of  arms  with  clearer  found  advances.  Hark  ! 

That  fudden  burfl: ! Again  1 They  rufh  upon  us  ! 
The  portal  opens ; lo  ! fee  there  ; behold  ! 

War,  liOrrid  war  invades  the  facred  fane ; 

No  altar  gives  a fanduary  now. 

\JVarlike  rnufic. 

Enter  Dionysius  and  Calippus,  with  fever  al  Soldiers, 
Dionysius. 

Here  will  I mock  their  fiege;  here  (land  at  bay. 

And  brave  ’em  to  the  laft. 


Ca- 
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Calippus. 

Our  weary  foes 
Defilt  from  the  purfuit. 

Dionysius. 

Tho’  all  betray  me, 

Tho’  ev’ry  God  confpire,  I will  not  yield. 

If  I muft  fall,  the  temple’s  pond’rous  roof. 

The  manfion  of  the  Gods  combin’d  againfl  me 
Shall  firft  be  crulh’d,  and  lie  in  ruin  with  me. 
Euphrafia  here  ! Detefted,  treach’rous  woman  ! 

For  my  revenge  preferv’d  ! By  Heav’n  ’tis  v/ell ; 
Vengeance  awaits  thy  guilt,  and  this  good  fword 
Thus  fends  thee  to  atone  the  bleeding  vidlims 
This  night  has  maflacred. 

Calippus.  (Holding  Dionyfius’s  arm) 

My  liege  forbear ; 

Her  life  preferv’d  may  plead  your  caufe  wdth  Greece^ 
And  mitigate  your  fate. 

Dionysius. 

Prefumptuons  (lave  ! 

My  rage  is  up  in  arms  s by  Heav’n  fhe  dies. 

Enter  Evander  from  the  Eomh, 

Evander, 

Horror!  forbear!  Thou  murd’rer  hold  thy  hand  1 
The  Gods  behold  thee,  horrible  alTalTin  I 
Reftrain  the  blow ; it  w'ere  a flab  to  Heav’n  ; 

All  nature  Iliudders  at  it ! Will  no  friend 
Arm  in  a caufe  like  this  a father’s  hand? 

Strike  at  this  bofom  rather.  Lo  ! Evander 
Proftrate  and  groveling  on  the  earth  before  thee  5 

Q^q  2 He 
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He  begs  to  die  ; exhauil  the  fcanty  drops 
T hdC  lag  about  his  heart  5 but  fpare  my  child. 

Dionysius. 

Evander  !— Do  my  eyes  once  more  behold  him  ? 

May  the  fiends  feize  Pliilolas  ! Treacherous  (lave  ! 
’Tis  well  thou  liv’it;  thy  death  were  poor  revenge 
From  any  hand  but  mine.  [Ofcrs  to  fir  ike, 

Euphrasia. 

No,  tyrant,  no  > (Rufijing  before  Evander. 

I have  provoked  your  vengeances  through  this  bofom 
Open  a pafTage  j nrd;  on  me,  on  me 
Exhauil  your  fury;  ev^ry  Pow^r  above 
Commands  thee  to  refpedl  that  aged  head ; 
His'withered/rame  v/ants  blood  to  glut  thy  rage; 
Strike  here;  thefe veins  are  full;  here’s  blood  enough; 
The  purple  tide  will  guih  to  glad  thy  fight. 

Dionysius. 

Amazement  blafls  and  freezes  ev’ry  pow’r ! 

They  ihall  not  live.  Ha  ! the  fierce  tide  of  war 

A flourifio  of  trumpets. 

This  way  comes  rufhing  on. 

( Goes  to  the  top  of  the  fiage, 

Euphrasia.  ( Embracing  IRyzxxitv) 

Oh  ! thus,  my  father. 

We’ll  perifli  thus  together. 

Dionysius. 

Bar  the  gates ; 

Ciofe  ev’ry  pafTage,  and  repel  their  force. 

Evander. 

And  mull  I fee  thee  bleed  ? Oh  ! for  a fword ! 
Bring,  bring  me  daggers  ! 


Eu« 
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Ha! 


Euphrasia, 


Dionysius.  ('Advancing ) 

Guards  feize  the  flave. 

And  give  him  to  my  rage. 

Evander.  (SeiAd  by  the  Guards) 

Oh  ! fpare  her,  fpare  her. 

Inhuman  villains  ! 

Euphrasia. 

Now  one  glorious  effort ! 

Dionysius. 

Let  me  difpatchj  thou  traitor,  thus  my  arm 

Euphrasia. 

A daughter’s  arm,  fell  m.onfler,  ftrikes  the  blow. 

Yes,  firft  The  ftrikes  j an  injur’d  daughter’s  arm 

Sends  thee  devoted  to  th’  infernal  gods.  (He  falls. 
\ 

Dionysius. 

Detefted  fiend  I Thus  by  a woman’s  hand ! 
Euphrasia. 

Yes,  tyrant,  yes ; in  a dear  father’s  caufe 
A woman’s  vengeance  tow’rs  above  her  fex. 

Dionysius. 

May  curfes  blaft  thy  arm  1 May  Etna’s  fires 
Convulfe  the  land ; to  its  foundation  lhake 
The  groaning  ifle ! May  civil  difeord  bear 

Her 


302 


The  GRECIAN  DAUGHTER, 

Her  flaming  brand  through  all  the  realms  of  Greece  j 
A::J  the  whole  race  expire  in  pangs  like  mine. 

( Dies. 

Euphrasia. 

Behold,  all  Sicily  behold  !— The  point 
GIov/s  with  the  tyrant’^  blood.  Ye  flaves,  (to  the 
guards)  look  there; 

Kneel  to  your  rightful  King : the  blow  for  freedom 
Gives  you  rights  of  men  ! And  oh  ! my  father. 
My  ever  honour’d  fire,  it  gives  thee  life, 

Evander. 

My  child ; my  daughter ; fav’d  again  by  thee  ! 

, ( He  embraces  her. 

A flour iJJo  of  trumpets. 

Enter  Pkocion,  Melantkon,  Philotas,  isde. 
Phocion. 

Now  let  the  monflier  yield.  My  befl  Euphrafia ! 
Euphrasia. 

My  lord  I my  Phocion  ! welcome  to  my  heart. 

Lo  ! there  the  wonders  of  Euphrafia’s  arm  ! 

Phocion. 

And  is  the  proud  one  fall’n  ! The  dawn  fhall  fee  him 
A fpedlacle  for  putJlic  view.  Euphrafia  ! 

Evander  too  ! Thus  to  behold  you  both 

Evander. 

T o her  direil  thy  fpjaks ; there  flx  thy  praife. 

And  gaze  with  wonder  there.  The  life  I gave  her, 
-Oh  ! ilie  has  us’d  it  for  the  nobieft  ends ! 
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To  fill  each  duty ; make  her  father  feel 
The  pureft  joy,  the  heart-difiblving  blifs 
To  have  a grateful  child.  But  has  the  rage 
Of  daughter  ceas’d  ? 


It  has. 


Phocion. 


Evander. 

Where  is  Timoleon  ? 

Phocion. 

He  guards  the  citadel ; there  gives  his  orders 
To  calm  the  uproar,  and  recall  ffom  carnage 
His  conqu’ring  troops. 

Euphrasia. 

Oh  ! once  again,  my  father. 

Thy  fway  lhall  blefs  the  land.  Not  for  himfeif 
Timoleon  conquers ; to  redrefs  the  wrongs 
Of  bleeding  Sicily  the  hero  comes. 

Thee,  good  Melanthon,  thee,  thou  gen’rous  man. 
His  juflice  diall  reward.  Thee  tog,  Philotas, 
Whofe  fympathizing  heart  could  fdel  the  touch 
Of  foft  humanity,  the  hero’s  bounty, 

His  brighted:  honours,  fhall  be  lavilh’d  on  thee. 
Evander  too  will  place  you  near  his  throne ; 

And  fhew  mankind,  ev’n  on  this  dfore  of  being, 
Hiat  virtue  dill  diall  meet  its  fure  reward. 

Philotas.'’ 

I am  rewarded : feelings  fuch  ^ mine 
Are  worth  all  dignities ; my  heart  repays  me. 

Evander.' 

Come,  let  us  feck  Timoleon  j to  his  care 


I will 
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I win  commend  ye  both : for  now,  alas  ! 
Thrones  and  dominions  now  no  more  for  me. 
To  thee  I give  my  crown  : yes,  thou,  Euphrafia, 
Shalt  reign  in  Sicily.  And  oh  ! ye  Pow’rs, 

In  that  bright  eminence  of  care  and  peril. 

Watch  over  all  her  ways  ; condu6t  and  guide 
The  goodnefs  you  infpir’d ; that  Ihe  may  prove. 
If  e’er  diftrefs  like  mine  invade  the  land, 

A parent  to  her  people ; ftretch  the  ray 
Of  filial  piety  to  times  unborn, 

That  men  may  hear  her  unexampled  virtue. 

And  learn  to  emulate  the  Grecian  Daughter 


o'?; 
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Written  by  DAVID  GARRICK,  £% 

Spoken  by  Mifs  Y O U N G E. 

^HE  Grecian  DaughterV  compliments  to  all-. 
Begs  that  for  Epilogue  you  will  not  call  \ 

For  leering^  would  be  out  of  feafon^ 

And  hopes  by  me  yoEll  hear  a little  reef  on, 

A father  rais' d from  death  ! a nation  fav'd  ! 

A tyrant's  crimes  by  female  fpirit  brav'd  / 

Fhat  tyrant  ft  abb' d^  and  by  her  nervelefs  arm^ 

While  Virtue's  fpell  furrounding  guards  could  charm  ! 
Can  jhe^  this  f acred  tumult  in  her  breaft^ 

*Turn  Father y Freedom ^ Virtue^  all  to  jeft  ? 

Wake  ydUj  ye  fair  ones,  from  your  fiveet  repofe^ 

As  wanton  Zephyrs  zvake  the  fie eping  rofe  ? 

Fifpel  thofe  clouds^  which  o' er  your  eye-lids  crept. 
Which  our  wife  bard  miftook,  and  f wore  you  wept 
Shall  /<?  Mac  CARON  lES  life  reftore^ 

Who  yawn' dy  half  dead,  and  curs'd  the  tragic  bore  ? 
Difmifs  'em  fmirking  to  their  nightly  haunt. 

Where  dice  and  cards  their  moon-ftruck  minds  enchant  ? 
Some  muffled  like  the  vjitches  in  Macbeth, 

Brood  o'er  the  magic  circle,  pale  as  death  I 
Others  the  cauldron  go  about-— about  ! 

And  RUIN  enters,  as  the  fates  run  out. 

Bubble,  bubble, 

T oil  and  trouble, 

Paftions  burn, 

And  belts  are  double  ! 

R r 
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’Double y double} 

^oil  and  trouble y 
Pajfions  buruy 
And  all  is  bubble. 

But  jejl  aparty  for  Jcandal  forms  tbefe  tales  ; 

Falfehood  be  mute  ; let  juftice  hold  the  fcales. 

Britons  were  nd er  enfavd  by  evil  powWs  : 

Fo  peace  and  wedded  love  they  give  the  midnight  hours. 
From  f umbers  pure  no  rattling  dice  can  wake  'em  : 

Who  make  the  lawSy  were  never  known  to  break  'em. 

'Fis  falfcy  ye  fairy  whatever  Jpleen  may  fayy 
Fhat you  down  folly's  tide  are  borne  away, 

7'ou  never  wijh  at  deep  diftrefs  to  fneer  ; 

For  eyeSy  tho'  bright,  are  brighter  through  a tear. 

Should  it  e'er  be  this  nation's  wretched  fatCy 
Fo  laugh  at  all  that's  goody  and  wifey  and  great : 

Let  Genius  rouzey  the  friend  of  humankindy 

Fo  break  thofe  f pells  which  charmy  and  fmk  the  mind : 

Zf/ Comedy,  with  pointed  ridicule y 

Fierce  to  the  quick  each  knavCy  and  vicious  fool: 

Let  Tragedy— warning  to  the  times y 
Lift  high  her  dagger  at  exalted  crimes ; , 

Drive  from  the  heart  each  bafcy  unmanly  paffiony 
Fill  Virtue  triumph  in  defpight  of 


AL- 


A L Z U M A, 


TRAGEDY. 


I 


A L Z U M A, 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

Performeu  at  the 

THEATRE  ROYAL 


I N 


COVENT  GARDEN. 


Si  quis  firms  abditus  ultra. 

Si  qua  foret  Telliis  fulvum  qu:s  mitteret  aurum, 
riofcis  erat;  fatifque  in  triflia  Bella  paratis, 
Qna^rebantur  opes^ 


Tetron,  Arb, 


, ^ - '/i , 


‘V.1 


- a f \K  ': 


■ 1. 

« 


« ' k 

< (V 


4 


) 


Kfiar^ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  precept,  which  dire6ls  a poet  to  keep  his 
piece  nine  years,  has  been  fully  obferved  in  re- 
gard to  the  following  "Tragedy  \ but  the  Author  will 
not  claim  the  merit  of  voluntary  fubmilTion  to  criti- 
cal authority.  The  delay  he  acknowledges,  did  not 
arife  from  choice : It  was  rather  the  confequence  of 
difficulties  that  (food  in  his  way,  and  prevented  an 
.earlier  accefs  to  the  public. 

The  Play  was  written  in  the  year  1762,  at  the 
point  of  time  when  the  Britifh  forces  were  ac- 
tually doing  at  the  Havannah,  what  Alzuma  prays 
for,  with  a prophetic  fpirit  of  revenge,  in  the  third 
adl.  The  fubjedl  appeared  of  the  firft  importance  to 
the  interefls  of  humanity.'  In  pernfingthe  hiflory  of 
theSpanifliconquefts  in  America, theAuTHOR  found, 
amongft  unenlightened  favages,  fuch  inftances  of  ge- 
nerofity,  truth,jud:ice,  courage,  and  even  clem.ency,  as 
would  have  done  honour  to  thofe  who  profefs’d  in 
that  part  of  the  world  to  fpread  the  light  of  truth 
and  civilization.  The  behaviour  of  Ata-Hualpa, 
(called  by  Englifn  wTiters  Atabalipa)  the  lad:  Inca 
of  Peru,  in  his  intercourfe  with  Fryar  Vincent, 
appeared  particularly  ftriking.  He  heard  the  Spa- 
nish Missioner  with  calm  attention,  and  replied, 
that  it  was  ahjurd  on  the  fart  of  the  Pope  to  grant 
away  a territory  which  did  not  belong  to  him:  he  would 
fall  continue  to  venerate  the  gods  of  his  anceftors  \ and  if 
the  chriftians  worfAfped  a god  that  died^  he  adored  the  fun 
that  never  died.  He  viewed  the  prayer-book,  which 
the  fryar  had  put  into  his  hands;  he  applied  it  to 
his  ear,  expecting  to  hear  articulate  founds ; and 
finding  that  it  conveyed  to  him  no  information, 
he  threw  it  down  with  a fmile.  By  this  hontit  iimpii- 
city,  which  would  have  gained  the  afiedions  of  a ge- 
nerous 
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neroiis  mind,  Father  Vincent,  enraged  to  a degree  of 
phrenzy,  gave  the  word  of  command,  crying  out,  ^'A7// 
/jhe  dogSy  who  trample  underfoot  the  word  oj  God."'  An  in- 
cident like  this  could  not  fail  to  excite  indignation  : 
that  indignation  role  ilill  higher,  when  it  appeared 
that  articles  of  high  treafon  were  in  form  exhibited 
againft  Atahualpa.  Fizarro,  with  other  aflbciates, 
fat  in  judgement,  and,  after  that  execrable  farce  of 
Hate,  the  prince  of  a world  iufl  difcovered  fuffered 
as  a rebel  to  the  Emperor  Charles  the  V. — When 
Guatimozin,  who  was  raifed,  foon  after  the 
death  of  Montezuma,  to  the  throne  of  Mexico, 
lies  ftrerched  upon  the  rack,  and,  hearing  the 
groans  of  his  fellow-fufferer,  afts  him  in  perfect 
tranquility.  Am  I upon  a bed  of  rofes  ? lire 
heart,  that  does  not  melt  with  tendernefs  for  the 
American  prince,  muft  be  as  hard  as  Fryar  Vin- 
cent’s. Not  to  multiply  inftances,  the  (lory  of  a 
people  malTacred  becaufe  they  abounded  in  gold- 
mines, and  had  not  heard  in  another  hemifphere  the 
important  truths  of  the  chriilian  religion,  fee'med  of 
ail  others  the  htteft  for  the  Ennlidi  ftage,  tending; 
in  a ib'ong  degree  to  that  pathetic  diflrels,  and  that 
vigour  of  fentiment,  v/hich  conicitute  the  eifential 
beauty  of  tragedy. 

T1  e author  reg;retted  that  fuch  a o;en ius  as  Dryden 
had  rot  left  a play,  free  from  the  jingle  of  rhyme, 
and  01  a more  legitimate  kind  than  either  his  In- 
dian Queen,  or  Indian  Emperor.  In  tliat  cafe  the 
prefent  attempt  would  have  been  fuperfeded.  From 
Dryden’s  time,  the  poets  of  this  nation  feem 
to  h^Lvc  abandoned  the  poor  Americans  to  their 
fate.  That  France  is  in  polTefiion  of  a beauti-fuil 
play,  founded  upon  the  lubjecd:  of  the  Spaniili  ravages 
in  America,  is  well  known  to  all,  who  ai:e  conver* 
fant  with  the  Drama  : but  the  take  o f Lon- 

don and  Paris  being  very  clhTerent,  the  late  Mr. 
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Aaron  PIill’s  tranflation  of  that  piece,  appeared 
upon  the  Englifh  ftagc  and  vaniflied. 

The  prefent  writer  was  of  opinion  that  fo  interefl" 
ing  a fubjecd:  ought  not  to  be  negledled.  His  firfl: 
defign  was  to  new  mould  the  Alzire  of  Voltaire, 
not  in  a vain  prefumpticn  that  he  could  excel  a 
writer  fo  jullly  admired  throughout  Europe,  but  with 
an  idea  that  he  could  in  fome  inftances  work  up  the 
fcenes  to  the  relifh  of  an  Englifh  audience.  That 
plan,  however,  was  foon  deferted  : it  occurred,  that 
ifa  play  were  formed  upon  the  model  of  Monsieur  de 
Voltaire,  the  words,  French  Translator,  Un- 
blushing Plagiary,  would  fill  the  columns  of  every 
news-paper.  To  civilities  of  this  kind  the  author 
has  been  ufed.  If  the  perfons  who  have  been  fo  li- 
beral, feel  themfelves  difpofed  to  laviih  their  favours 
on  the  prefent  occafion,  they  will  perhaps  be  glad  of 
a hint,  that  may  fupply  ample  materials.  Let  them 
look  into  the  plays  of  Sophocles  and  Euripides  ; 
they  will  there  perceive  (if  they  can  perceive)  in  what 
fchool  the  writer  of  Alzuma  has-fludied  the  art  of 
conflrucling  a fable^ 

AJpice  ut  exuvias  vcterumque  infignia  nobis 

Aptemus 

Vida  Poetic. 

There  was  another  reafbn  for  not  adherino;  to  the 
plan  of  Voltaire  : In  a country  like  this,  it  was 
thought  that  our  fcene  ought  not  to  fland  indebted  to 
a foreign  writer  for  a play,  which  involves  the  firfb 
great  point  of  human  liberty,  namely,  the  right  of 
man  to  think  for  himfelf.  Add  to  this,  Voltaire 
did  not,  Columbus -like,  explore  this  new  region  of 
the  Trao-ic  Mufe : Dryden  had  brous-ht  treafjre 

O ^ O 

enough  from  thence  to  fiiew'  that  there  were  rich 
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viens  in  that  part  of  the  world  ; and  Oroonoko, 
from  feme  ftriking  points  of  fituation,  and  fome  fea- 
tures of  charader,  may  not  unfairly  be  fuppofed  to 
have  furnifhed  the  Great  Poet  of  France  with 
many  ufeful  hints,  Alzuma  was,  therefore,  formed 
upon  a new  fable,  and  (except  a few  minutecorredlions 
which  occurred  to  the  author  in  the  courfe  of  the  re- 
hearfals)  was,  in  its  prefent  form,  ready  for  the  flagc 
above  ten  years  ago. 

There  were,  indeed,  at  that  time  certain  reafons, 
which  made  the  writer  of  tlie  following  play  unwil- 
ling to  precipitate  himfelf  into  a dealing  with  mana- 
gers. Thofe  reafons  fubfifted  till  Nov.  1767,  when 
this  tragedy  w'as  put  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Garrick. 
It  was  copied  out  by  the  prompter  of  Drury-Lane 
theatre,  but  remained  in  fufpence  till  Sept.  1770, 
when  the  Author  found  it  upon  bistable,  without  a 
letter,  or  even  a card.  The  play,  it  is  true,  was  not 
pronounced  unworthy  of  reprefentation,  but  certainly 
was  treated  as  a piece  that  did  not  deferve  the  lead: 
difpatch.  Delay  Vvas  fludied,  and  the  reafons  for 
that  delay  exiiled  no  where  but  in  Mr.  Garrick's 
imagination.  A certain  political  fociety,  he  was 
fure,  would  damn  any  produ6lion  known  to  come 
from  the  pen  of  the  prefent  writer.  Time,  however 
has  fliewn  that  he  had  not  given  umbrage  to  any  fet 
of  men  whatever.  In  political  controverfy  he  had  not 
dipt  his  pen  for  a number  of  years,  and  he  takes  this 
opportunity  to  declare,  that  in  his  whole  life  he 
never  was  the  author  of  one  clandefline  line.  What- 
ever he  writ,  he  had  the  fpirit  and  honour  to  avow. 
Mr.  Garrjck  was  told  this,  but  without  effedl : the 
play  was-thrown  back  upon  the  author's  hands.  He 
fubmitted  to  it,  and  would  have  configned  all  the  cir- 
cumdances  of  that  tranfa6Hon  to  oblivion,  if  the  fame 
policy  had  noc  been  praclifed  upon  him,  in  another 
jnftance^  this  very  winter. 
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That  Alzuma  has  at  length  appeared,  is  owing  to 
the  friendfhip  of  Mr.  Harris.  He  defired  to  draw 
forth  the  piece  from  the  author’s  clofet : Mr.  Col- 
Man  accepted  it,  and  from  that  inftant  the  necelTary 
preparations  went  right  forward  without  cavil,  with- 
out duplicity,  without  equivocation.  The  author 
takes  this  opportunity  to  thank  all  the  proprietors  of 
Co  vent  -Garden  Theatre  for  the  fairnefs  of  their  deaN 
ings.  The  reft  is  before  the  public. 

He  cannot  conclude  without  declaring,  that 
he  has  long  had  reafon  to  be  difgufted  at  the  in- 
ternal occurrences  of  a theatre.  It  is,  therefore,  pro- 
bable that  he  will  never  again  be  a candidate  for  The- 
atrical Fame.  From  the  farce  of  the  Apprentice,  to 
the  tragedy  of  Alzuma,  his  endeavours  have  at  all 
times  met  with  a moft  generous  reception  : he  feels 
the  obligation  with  the  warmeft  fenfibility,  and  not 
without  fome  tincture  of  that  pride,  which  perhaps, 
does  not  mifbecome  the  man,  wdiohas  repeatedly  - 
perienced  the  Public  Favour. 

Lincoln's  Inriy 
Feb.  27,  1773. 
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Spoken  by  Mr.  B E N S L E Y. 


JJ^ZHB.N firft  Columbus  left  the  Spanijh  foorCy 
hi  "*f:eftern  climes  new  regions  to  explore ; 

Scon  a neiv  world,  beyond  the  Atlantic  main, 

Df clos'd  the  wonders  of  it's  vaft  domain  j 
A race  of  men  unletter' d,  and  untaught. 

Strangers  to  fcience,  yet  with  virtue  fraught : 

No  fchool  they  had  of  philofophic  pride. 

And  fimple  r erf  on  was  their  only  guide : 

Bhat  reafon  in  the  paths  of  nature  trod. 

And  worf Dipping  the  Sun,  they  meant  a God  % 

Free  from  the  ills  in  polijh'd  life  that  fpring. 

And  gold  with  them  was  a negleSied  thing. 

But  Europe's  fons  felt  gold' s reftjllejs  fway  ; 
ho  the  new  hemifphere  they  bend  their  way  ; 

Through  ev'ry  region  carry  fword  and  fire, 

And  bigot  rage  and  avarice  confpire  : 

Zeal  bore  the  crofs  and  poniard  in  it's  hand, 

And  majfacre  unpeopled  half  the  land. 

Yet  to  unhappy  men,  to  heroes  fiain. 

The  Britifij  mife  denies  her  tragic  ftrain, 

Fry  den  alone  let  fall  the  gen'rous  tear, 

find  lade  on  Albion's  ft  age  Feather’d  Chiefs  appear. 

His  voice  fuppr  efts'  d,  no  hard  their  fate  has  fung, 

Silent  curfcene,  and  mute  each  tuneful  tongue ; 

JVhile  Greece  and  Rome  fwell  our  theatric  fate. 

And  only  cloffic  heroes  can  be  great. 

This  night  our  author,  an  advent' rer  grown, 

Dares  trace  the  virtues  of  the  Y orrid  7.  one. 
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If  in  his  fcenes  well  painted  pajjion  glozv  ; 

If  there  ycu  view  the  draught  of  human  woe  \ 

Britons  will  jnark,  from  fierce  religious  zealy 
What  dread  calamities  weak  mortals  feel ; 

Will  hear  the  Indian,  thd  in  error  blindy 
Againft  the  pozv'r  that  would  opinion  bindy  ) 

Affey't  the  freedom  of  the  hmnan  mind,  j 

Te  antics y to  whom  poets  muft  be  civil y 
As  Indians  worJJoipy  out  of  fear y the  devil y 
Of  moderate  principles  yoiCll  own  the  merit  y 
Nor  hither  bring  a perfecuting  fpirit. 

Let  modes  of  wit  fame  toleration  jhare', 

Rome  KILLS error  3 be  it  yours  to  f pare. 


DR  A- 


Dramatis 

Perfonse. 

Alzuma, 

Mr.  Smith. 

PlZARRO, 

Mr.  Hull. 

Don  Carlos, 

Mr.  Bensley, 

OZMAR, 

Mr.  Perry. 

Gonzalez, 

Mr.  Gardner* 

Ezmont, 

Mr.  Thompson. 

Or  AziA, 

Mifs  Miller. 

Orellana, 

Mrs.  Hartley* 

MIRA,  1 Attendants  on  Orellana. 

ZlLIA,  J 

Virgins  of  the  Sun,  Mifs  Pierce,  Mrs,  Wil- 
lems, Wewitzer,  Brown, 

Scene  at  Cusco,  the  Capital  of  Peru* 
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ACT  the  FIRST. 


Enter  Emir  a. 

WEARIED  at  length  by  their  own  raging  toil* 
Her  fpirits  fink  to  reft : kind  deep  affords 
The  only  boon  the  wretched  mind  can  feel, 

A momentaiy  refpite  from  defpair. 

Enter  Zilia. 

Emir  A. 

Who’s  there  ? That  look  alarming  !-— Zilia,  fay 
Wherefore  this  fudden  hafte  ? How  fares  it  now 
With  Orellana  ? 

Zilia, 

Still  a calm  repofe 

Sufpends  the  tumult  of  the  mighty  paffions. 

That  war  within.  Nature,  quite  harrafs’d  dowp. 
Repairs  the  wafte  of  grief. 

Em  IRA. 

But  oh  ! to  foon 

With  keener  fenfe  to  waken  her  again 
To  the  ftrong  agonies  that  rend  her  foul. 

How  wears  the  night? 


Zilia* 


•;  I 2, 
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ZiLIA. 

It  verges  to  the  dawn. 

v; 

Emira. 

I'hen  ’tis  th’  acciiftom’d  hour,  the  only  hour 
Of  all  that  circle  t/me’s  diurnal  round. 

When  Orellana  knows  fufpence  from  pain. 

ZiLIA. 

The  fun  that  form’d  her  lent  his  brightefl  rays^ 

His  pureft  elements  of  facred  fire. 

Hence  all  the  virtues  that  but  dimly  fhine 
In  breafts  of  common  mould,  in  her  fublim’d^ 

Burn  to  a fierce  extravagance  of  foul. 

r 

Emir  A. 

Yet  what  avails  the  great  indignant  fpirir. 

The  generous  dame  for  Imeedom  and  Peru 
The  fever  of  her  mind  too  foon  muff  end 
Her  fickly  frame.  The  live-long  day  it  rages^ 

And  each  returning  night,  when  all  things  elfe 
Thro’  v/ide  creation’s  round  feel  wmnted  red. 

She  only  wakes  to  mifery  : forlorn  die  fits 
With  dreaming  eyes,  wdiile  unrelenting  cares 
Wade  all  within  ; and  ever  and  anon 
In  fhort  didra6ted  dreams  wild  fancy  a6ls 
New  feenes  of  terror  in  her  blalled  mind. 

Enter  Orellana, 

Oerllana. 

Horror  1 Prote6l  me  ! Save  me  ; feas  of  blood 
Run  purple  round  the  altar  : ’tis  my  brother  ^ 
Barbarian,  hold  ! — It  is  Alzuma  bleeds  j 
Inhuman  murd’rcrs  ! Oh!  {faints) 

Em  I- 
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Em  IRA. 

"^ris  ever  thiisi 

Sad  vifionary  terrors  rack  her  brain ; 

Too  v/retched  mourner^  vIcluti  of  defpair! 

Orellana. 

Oh  ! his  too  much,  too  much  to  fufrer  : Zilia, 

Art  thou  there  ? ever  friendly,  kind,  and  good  ! 
Emira  too  !— Why,  filler  virgins,  why 
Mull  you  ilill  labour  with  my  weight  of  v/oe  ? 

Emira, 

Attending  th-ee  v/e  but  obey  the  call 
Of  duty  and  of  love.  Difpel  thy  fears. 

And  hufn  this  tumult  of  diforder’d  fancy. 

Orellana, 

Would  Heav’n  I could  ! But  thefe  imaginings 
Were  terrible  indeed  1 Round  yonder  couch 
Such  horrid  phantoms  rofe  1 

Emira, 

Vain  fhadow^s  ali  i 
You’ve  nothing  now  to  fear, 

Orellana, 

Alas ! the  wretched 

Have  ev’ry  thing  to  fear,  Methought  Pizarro 
With  fjiy  dragg’d  me  to  his  Chriftian  altar; 

There  urg’d  imperious  to  renounce  nny  gods. 

And  wed  Don  Carlos  : with  apoflate  zeal 
My  mother  join’d  her  aid,  confpir’d  againfl  iTie  ; 
When,  ch  I diftraclhng  fight ! my  brother,  rufhing 
To  fave  a lifter  from  the  vdle  dilhonour. 

Receiv’d  Pizarro’s  dagger  in  his  heart. 

Vol.  I.  S s The 
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The  altar  fmok’d  with  gore  ; the  cruel  Spaniard 
Look’d  a grim  joy  to  fee  the  only  hope 
Of  defolate  Peru,  a prince  defcended 
From  a long  race  of  Kings,  ignobly  fall. 

And  welter  in  his  blood  before  him. 

Emira. 

Yet 

Thefe  are  but  fancied  ills : Alzuma  lives 
Safe  in  obfcurity,  far  hence  remote. 

Prohrate  Peru  may  lift  her  head  again. 

And  ideav’n  reftore  a brother  to  your  arms, 

Orellana. 

Dclufive  thought  ! Yet  let  me  fondly  cherilh 
The  foothing  flattery.  Oh  ! Sifter  virgins. 

Should  e’er  the  hero  blefs  my  longing  eyes, 

I could  embrace  him  with  a filler’s  love, 

And  in  his  fight  forget  my  forrows  pall. 

But  oh  ! vain  hope  ! he  would  not  know  me  nov/. 
Thus  with’ring  in  my  bloom.  As  yet  an  infant, 

I number’d  fcarce  ten  years,  when  hence  he  went 
To  Chili’s  realms,  ere  the  foe  burft  upon  us, 

To  learn  the  courfe  of  ev’ry  orb  above. 

And  ail  the  myfl’ries  of  his  parent  fun. 

Mean  time  the  Spaniard— but  I’ll  not  retrace 
That  tale  of  horror.  Since  that  hour  accurll. 

Ten  times  the  fun  hath  made  his  annual  circle, 
Nor  yet  Aizum.a  reigns  ! Alas  ! rny  virgins, 
Diftindion’s  loft  amongfb  us,  and  the  iaft 
Surviving  Inca  of  undone  Peru 
Sinks  to  a Have,  a wand’rer  o’er  the  land ! 


Emira. 

Rekindle  not  the  fury  of  your  fouL 

For  lo ! with  purple  light  the  Orient  morn 

Glows  in  yon  Eaftern  clime ! Don  Carlos  foon. 


As 
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As  Is  his  wont,  with  early  importunity 

\\  iA  preii  ins  arcienc  line.  Be  timely  cautious. 

Nor  let  him  find  pale  grief  and  difeontent 

For  ever  dwell  in  Orellana’s  brealL 

’Twill  rouze  the  Spaniard’s  rage.  A cloyfter’d  virgin 

With  thee,  I worihip’d  the  eternal  tire. 

’Tis  friendfliip  prompts,  if  I prefume  to  willi 
You’d  not  provoke  the  foe. 

Orellana- 

I knov/  thy  truth. 

Thy  confcancy  approv’d ; and  Carlos  too 
I grant  has  qualities  that  claim  refpedl- 

Emira- 

Tho’  other  gods  he  worlliip,  yet  in  him 
Religion  wears  a gentler  mien,  nor  ferves 
To  fanedify  rapacity  and  murder. 

Tis  love  perhaps,  for  fure  he  fondly  loves  I 
’Tis  love  perhaps,  not  virtue,  that  allays 
His  fiercer  pafTions  j but  whate’er  the  caufe, 

He  is  our  ihield  from  flern  Pizarro’s  rage : 

To  him  unnumber’d  millions  lift  their  hands. 

And  thank  him  with  their  tears  for  life  preferv’d* 

Orellana- 

’Tis  true,  Emira:  oft  I’ve  known  him  check 
The  rage  of  Wafting  war ; oft  at  his  voice 
E-’en  Perfecution  refts  upon  her  altar, 

Thirfting  for  blood  in  vain.  And  yet  this  heart 
Was  never  form’d  for  him.  Yon  radiant  God, 

Tho’  each  revolving  day  he  rife  to  view 
His  once  lov’d  region,  now  a land  of  Haves, 

To  fee  the  Spaniard  triumph  in  his  guilt. 

Nor  roils  th’  avenging  thunder  o’er  his  head ; 

Nor  fends  the  rapid  light’ning  down  to  olaft  him^ 

1 ho’  he  aifdain  not  ftiil  to  fnine  alike 
S s 2 
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On  vice  and  liifiering  virtue — Ha  ! no  more 
H'were  impious  madnefs— -Thou  creat’d  us  all,. 
Refulgent  luminary  ! thou,  the  fource 
Of  light,  and  life,  and  univerfal  good  ! 

From  thee  v/e  iffuc,  and  to  thee  return  ! 

Thou  mighty  parent!  (kneels  do^Jon)  Thou  bright 
Godhead  ! Thou 

Still  inexhauded  lead’d  the  radiant  years. 

Thro’  wide  creation  pour’d  thy  golden  , flood, 

^I'hy  vivid  energy  ! without  thee,  nought  - 
Or  fair  or  ufeful  fprings ; to  thee  all  nature 
Wafts  up  li^r  orizons  ; to  thpe  I fwear. 

Whatever  diall  prove  the  fate  of  Oireilana, 

Thy  dicred  beams  fliall  never,  never  fee  her 
Leagu’d  with  her  country’s  foes  ; diall  ne’er  behold  her 
A vile  apodate  from  lier  holy  vow. 


Enter  Ezmoxt.^ 

Em  IRA. 

Ezmont,  why  thus  with  fudden  hade  ? and  hark  I 

[yf  fiourijlo  of  trumpets^ 

Orellana. 

What  means-  tliat  mufick,  that  triumphant  joy 
Ezmont. 

With  early  zeal  Pizarro  feeks  the  altar 
To  celebrate  his  foreign  rites. 


Orellana. 

And  fire 

His  unrelenting  heart  to  new  exploits. 

Ezmont. 

A captive  band  from  various  prifons  led 
Vv^alk  in  his  train,  and  follow  to  the  temple. 


There 


A TRAGEDY. 


3^7 


There  to  abjure  their  country,  and  their  gods. 

Or  meet  their  indant  doom. 

Orellana. 

And  does  my  mother 
Attend  the  guilty  pomp  ? 

Ezmont. 

She  does  : with  her 

All  their  whole  courtier-band  attend  Pizarro>  • 

All  but  Don  Carlos  : with  ^ lover’s  fpeed 
This  way  he  bends  his  Heps.  My  fwifted  zeal 
Could  fcarce  outftrip  him. 

OrELLAN-4. 

I.eave  me  virgins,  leave  me. 

Ezmont  I thank  thy  care,  \they  go  outP^  Now  fum- 
mon  all 

Thy  calmeft  patience,  and  thy  firm  refolve. 

Enter  Don  Carlos. 

Carlos.  ^ 

Let  this  aufpicious  miorn  dilpel  thy  cares. 

And  each  fuccefTive  hour  on  balmy  wings 
Bring  peace,  bring  health,  and  beau ty’sroleate  bloom. 
Does  Orellana  iliun  me  ? hither  turn  • 

Thy  gracious  afpedi:  ^ let  thole  azure  eyes 
Beam  with  their  gentlefl  radiance. 

Orellana. 

Thofe  eyes 

With  galling  tears  have  long  fince  lod  their  luflrc. 
They,  like  the  daughters  of  rapacious  Spain, 

Have  not  yet  learn’d  to  gild  the  cloud  ot  woe, 

Infplre 
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Infpire  the  look,  and  animate  the  glance. 

While  mifcry  lays  defolate  the  heart. 

Carlos. 

Let  love  diiTufe  his  cordial  o’er  thy  fpirits ; 

Soon  fhall  dach  grace  awaken,  foon  thy  heart 
I3eat  Iprightly  notes  of  rapture  and  of  joy. 

Orellana, 

Oh  ! talk  not,  Carlos,  to  a w,^^^forIorn, 

And  loft  as  I am,  do  not  talk  of  j^oy. 

No  more  fhall  pleafure  vifit  this  fad  form. 

This  breathing  ftatue  of  defpair. 

Carlos. 

Delpair 

But  ill  requites  th’  indulgent  care  of  Heavm, 
That  now  invites  thee  to  enjoy  with  me 
Your  ftiare  of  love,  and  empire. 

Orellana. 

Take  again. 

Take  back  your  vows  of  friendfiip  and  of  love; 

I do  entreat  yoq'rtake  ’em ; bear  ’em  hence 
To  the  briglit*cfames  that  grace  your  native  land. 
Worthier  they’ll  liften  to  you;  they  have  hearts 
Pronc^to  thy  loft  impreftions ; they  have  hearts 
That  never  bled  to  fee  the  ruthlefs  fword. 

Thy  fword,  Don  Carlos^  lay  their  country  wafte. 
Thou  haft  not  injur’d  them ; but  oh  ! refpect 
A captive  v/retchj  a wretch  that  has  full  caufe. 
Yet  pours  no  curies  on  thee ! 

•fc 

Carlos. 

Wilt  thou  thus, 

Relentlefs  fair  ! wilt  thou  then  wound  me  thus 
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With  flern  reproach  ? under  a father’s  banner 
I wag’d  the  war ; and  if  her  purple  wing 
Propitious  viblory  wav’d  o’er  my  head, 

1 he  world  can  witnefs,  who  by  me  have  fall’n, 

All  bravely  fell  in  the  embattled  held. 

Not  naked  and  difarm’d  : in  me  the  vanc[iiifii’d 
Have  found  a friend ; ’twas  Orellana’s  will. 

Her  conqu’ring  eyes  have  half  aveng’d  her  country. 
And  made  the  viclor  beauty’s  willing  flave. 

His  laurels  bloom  for  thee ; he  lays  his  trophies, 

I lis  fcepter  at  your  feet : thy  native  realm 
V/ooes  thee  to  fov’reign  fway,  and  bids  thee  rule 
The  Weflern  v/orid,  when  to  her  fofter  dime 
Spain  fhall  invite  thy  mother. 


Orellana. 

Name  her  not : 

I would  not  think  upon  her  crimes  I become 
The  conqu’ror’s  wife— oh!  fliamdefs  guilt!  become 
The  frantic  vo,tanft  of  Spanifi  gods, 

She  fres  his  haughty  foul  to  tenfold  rage. 

This  day  prepares  new  vidlims  : oh  ! my  Lord, 

Jf  your  religion  does  not  quite  fupprefs 
The  voice  of  nature,  lave  the  lives  of  wretches  ^ 
Plead  thou  their  caufe  ; let  me  not  fee  again 
The  ftreaming  blood  of  innocence. 

Carlos. 

J move 

By  thy  command  alone ; and  oh ! bright  maid. 

The  pity  I extend  will  furely  claim  ^ 

The  ibft  return  of  thine. 

Orellana. 

Alas ! Mv  Lord, 

Much  I efteem  thy  goodnefs ; much  I honour 
Thy  many  virtues  : but  a holy  vow 

^ Forbids 
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Forbids  my  love ; and  tell  me^,  fiioiild  I grant  it, 
Y/oiild’fl  thou  receive  an  interdidted  wretch 
With  counterfeited  fmiles  to  thy  embrace  ? 
Believe  mC;,  Sir^  who  dares  renounce  her  gods. 
Will  dare  be  falfe  to  man. 

Enter  Pizarro,  Orazia^  Attendants^  &c, 

PlZARRO. 

Come  near,  my  fon ; 

Thou  feeft  thy  father  with  afTiduous  care 
Spreading  the  glories  of  his  King  and  God 
O’er  this  new  w^orld, 

Carlos. 

My  father’s  fervent  zeal 

Shall  ftand  time  honour’d  in  the  rolls  of  fame* 
Vanquilh’d  Peru  thro’  all  her  cities  mourns 
Thy  vafl:  renowm  in  arms ; it  now  were  time 
That  weaiy  conqueil:  diould  abate  her  rigours. 
And  peace  begin  to  harmonize  the  v/orld* 


Orazia* 

As  yet,  young  w^arrior,  our  untutor’d  race 
To  thee  is  little  knovrn : an  Indian  mind 
Is  wrapp’d  in  error’s  mifbs ; from  fabling  pnefis 
Hears  impious  legends ; in  each  falling  Ihow’r, 
Each  cloud  that  fails  upon  yon  azure  deep. 
Conceives  the  prefent  deity ; in  dreams. 

Which  fever’d  fancy  forms,  dill  thinks  it  hears 
I .oud  oracles,  commercing  with  the  gods. 

Tlie  dtemons  and  the  human  faculties 
Are  then  in  dark  confpiravcy,  and  all 
Is  bigot  rage,  and  cruelty,  and  horror, 
d his  gloom  mull  be  difpell’d ; and  force,  my  fon, 
’Tis  force  mud  execute  the  holy  work. 


Car- 
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Carlos. 

And  think  we  then  our  duty  unperform’d 
Unlefs  we  imitate  with  furious  zeal 
Heav’n’s  vengeance^  not  it’s  mercy  ? 

PlZARRO. 

Juftice  calls 

For  vengeance  on  a blind  offending  world. 

I know  my  miffion  here : beneath  the  Tropic 
The  holy  crofs  I’ve  borne,  and  in  that  fign 
Pizarro  ftill  fhall  conquer : be  it  mine 
To  flretch  the  ray  of  truth,  and  bid  the  Indian 
Kneel  and  adore ! 

Carlos. 

Almagro’s  conqu’ring  arm 
In  Chili’s  realm  hath  crulh’d  the  favage  war. 
The  weftern  world  hath  heard  the  hideous  ruin. 
And  fuppliant  courts  the  yoke. 

Pizarro. 

But  ftill  Alzuma 
Lives  for  new  tumult. 

Orazia. 

Lives  to  bid  his  mother 

With  tears  and  burning  blufhes  hear  his  name. 

Proud,  uncontroulable,  and  fierce  of  fpirir, 

Ev’n  in  his  earlieft  youth,  his  boyifh  days. 
When  the  grim  tiger  from  the  thicket  rufti’d. 
Did  he  once  fly  ? did  he  not  ev’n  then 
Dare  the  encounter  ? the  fell  monfter  gor’d 
His  youthful  breaft,  and  if  his  father’s  arm 
Had  not  transfix’d  the  favage  to  the  earth, 
Alzuma  then  had  died.  Since  that  he  bore 
VoL.  I.  T t 
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The  tiger^s  mark,  and  ere  the  down  of  manhood 
Sprung  on  his  cheek,  went  from  his  mother  far. 
Grew  up  implacable  of  foul,  and  now 
With  dire  alarms  lhakes  all  the  Weftern  World* 

Carlos. 

And  if  our  crimes  provoke — 

PlZARRO. 

Our  crimes,  my  fon  i 


Orazia. 

That  thought  to  Orellana  owes  its  birth. 

In  foft  captivity  Ihe  holds  him  bound ; 

Her  beauty  leads  him  with  a fingle  glance. 
Moves  with  a figh,  and  foftens  with  a tear  j 
And  love  and  grace  by  turns  difpute  his  heart. 

PlZARRO. 

Hear,  Orellana : fay,  thou  beauteous  mourner. 
How  long  ftiall  tears  and  flow  confuming  grief 
Deform  thy  native  graces  I 

Orellana. 

Pardon,  Sir, 

If  the  rough  manners  of  my  native  clime 
Form’d  me  in  plain  fimplicity : unfldH’d 
In  all  the  fludied  elegance  of  feature, 

I only  know  to  look  my  honeft  meanings 
An  artlefs  favage,  a forfaken  wretch. 

Whom  joy  has  long  forfworn  \ 

Orazia. 

In  Cufco’s  court. 

Where  ev’ry  face  but  thine  is  deck’d  with  Cniles, 
Such  perfevering  forrow  ill  befits 


Orazia^'s 
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Orazia’s  daughter.  While  your  mother  ftill 
Ev*n  with  the  vidor  fhares  her  ancient  fceptre. 

You  have  full  caufe  of  joy.  And  tell  me,  does  not 
That  gen'rous  youth,  Pizarro’s  gallant  fon. 

Breathe  gentleft  vows,  and  languilh  for  your  love  ? 

Orellana, 

Ay,  Madam ! love  and  tendernefs  he  brings. 

But  fighs  and  tears  are  all  I have  to  give. 

Orazia, 

Away  with  vain  excufe : thou  trifler  hear ; 

Spain’s  pure  religion  calls  : this  moment  yield, 

And  rank  thee  with  the  faithful. 

Orellana. 

That  command 


Orazia. 

Muft  be  obey’d, 

♦ 

Orellana. 

Alas ! full  well  you  know 

Force  has  already  dragg’d  me  to  your  altar. 

There  while  the  cenfer  wreath’d  its.  fragrant  clouds, 
While  pealing  organs  fwell’d  the  Iblemn  note. 

And  through  deep  lengthen’d  ifles  confenting  choirs 
Harmonious  hymn’d  their  God ; not  to  your  Heav’n 
My  pray’rs  were  offer’d.  No  1 ye  holy  pow’rs 
Whom  long  Peru  hath  worh'ipp’d,  in  that  hour 
You  rufh’d  between  me  and  their  Chrifhian  pomp,- 
Bore  my  rapt  foul  to  your  own  orbs  on  high. 

And  fhrines,  and  burning  lamps,  grew  dim  before  me. 
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Orazia. 

Invincible  in  ignorance. 

Enter  Gonzalez. 

i 

Gonzalez. 

My  Lord, 

The  Haves  remain  obdurate. 

PlZARRO. 

Hal  rejedt 

The  terms  of  proffer’d  life  ! 

Gonzalez. 

Their  eyes  intent 

Gaze  on  two  leaders,  from  whofe  fierce  demeanour 
They  gain  new  courage,  obllinate  in  guilt. 

Their  chiefs,  by  my  command,  attend  your  prefence. 

Enter  Alzuma,  and  Ozmar. 

PlZARRO. 

Say,  what  art  thou,  who  with  indignant  fpirit 
Haft  dar’d  to  mock  our  laws  P 

Alzuma. 

One  born  in  freedom  ! 

One  who,  while  yet  he  lives,  like  freedom’s  fon. 
Will  dare  to  think. 


PlZARRO. 

Reflecf,  rafh  youth,  and  take 
New  life  from  this  aufpicious  day. 

Al.- 
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Alzuma. 

The  day. 

That  fees  a man  crouch  in  ignoble  bondage. 

Sees  ev’ry  virtue  loft. 

PlZARRO. 

Beware,  thou  fiave ! 

Know’ft  thou  that  inftant  death  awaits  you  both  ? 
Alzuma. 

We  know  it ; we  expect  it ; we  invoke  it ; 

’Twill  end  our  mifery. 

PlZARRO. 

Thou  infolent ! 

All  gracious  Heav'n,  that  ftill  delights  in  mercy— 
Alzuma. 

Mercy ! delights  in  mercy  ! 

PlZARRO. 

Yes  ; his  word 

Gives  life  and  peace  to  all. 

Alzuma.  # 

And  dareft  thou  then. 

Thou  fell  deftroyer ! ravager  of  earth  ! 

And  dapft  thou  then  in  horrid  contrail  ftand 
To  infinite  benevolence  ? 

PlZARRO. 

No  more 

ril  parley  with  obdurate  guilt.  Gonzalez, 
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Guard  thou  thofe  mifcreants ; fee  they  fuffer  death. 
And  by  their  torments  warn  an  impious  race. 

[Exit  with  Orazia,  and  Attendants. 

Orellana. 

Oh  ! Carlos,  gen’rous  youth  ! if  any  fpark 
Of  love  dwell  in  thy  nature,  quickly  fly, 

Purfue  your  cruel  father,  hafte,  prevent 
The  horrid  muracr.  What  have  they  committed  ? 
What  is  their  crime  ? Oh  ! do  not  fee  them  bleed. 
For  daring  to  be  true  to  Heav’n, 

Carlos. 

I go, 

Thou  gen’rous  maid,  to  execute  your  will. 

[Exit. 

Orellana. 

Or  gain  their  liberty,  or  elfe  the  hour 

That  fees  ’em  fall,  will  end  this  wretched  being. 

[Exit  after  Carlos. 

Alzuma. 

And  are  there  feelings  here  for  human  woe  ? 
Gonzalez. 

Guards,  lead  your  pris’ners  hencer 
Alzuma. 

Spaniard  a word ; 

Wilt  thou  indulge  one  moment  to  the  wretched  ? 

I thank  thee.  Ozmar,  we  have  walk’d  together 
The  rugged  paths  of  honour ; to  the  lafl: 

Grappled  with  fate;  againfl:  the  foe  have  flirain’d 
Bold  virtue’s  nerve : oh  ! let  it  never  flacken, 


But 


A TRAGEDY. 


327 


But  bear  us  ftrongly  up,  like  men,  who  boaft 
Souls  ever  prompt  for  liberty  or  death. 

OZMAR. 

Sunk  as  we  are,  our  country  bleeding  round  us. 
Our  cities  fack’t,  our  very  gods  difhonour’d. 
Death  is  relief,  is  vidory  and  triumph. 

Alzuma. 

But  let  us  entertain  our  doom,  my  friend. 

In  filent  dignity : amidft  our  pangs 
Let  no  deje(5ted  palTion  tell  the  Spaniard 
Alzuma  dies  in  me  ! 


OzMAR. 

Not  all  the  tortures 

Their  vengeance  can  infiicft,  fhall  e’er  extort 
One  fecret  from  me. 


Alzuma. 

Let  him  fliudder  ftill 

With  dire  conceptions  at  Alzuma’s  name; 

Still  let  him  think  Alzuma  roams  the  foreft. 

Climbs  the  deep  mountain’s  brow,  or  down  the  lake 
Glides  in  the  fwift  canoe,  to  rouze  the  war. 

And  call  the  nations  to  a great  revenge. 

Let  that  purfue  him  ftill : oh  1 let  that  thought. 
And  the  dire  furies  of  detefbed  guilt 
With  ceafelefs  pangs  inhabit  in  his  heart : 

Alzuma  dies  content  I 

OzMAR. 

The  tyrant’s  pow’r 

Is  fhort  liv’d  o’er  us,  and  his  murd’rous  rage 
But  fets  the  hero  free. 
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Alzuma. 

His  powV  may  fiiackle 

Thefe  mould’ring  limbs  but  the  unbodied  Ipirit 
Shall  bear  its  native  liberty  along. 

To  the  blefs'd  vale  behind  the  cloud-capt  hill. 
The  filent  region  of  departed  fouls. 

That  region  undifcover'd  by  the  Spaniard  1 
Where  our  forefathers,  in  unfading  blifs. 

Prepare  the  rofeate  bow'r,  and  weave  the  chaplet. 
For  deeds  heroic  done  in  life ; for  all 
Who,  firm  in  honour,  by  diftrefs  unconquer’d. 
Have  fmii’d  in  woe,  and  to  their  graves  have  carried 
The  facred  charter  of  the  free-born  mind* 


End  of  the  FIRST  ACT, 
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ACT  the  SECOND. 

Scene  at  the  Gate  of  the  ^ emple  of  the  Sun, 

Enter  Alzuma. 

Alzuma. 

Dost  thou  not  hear  me,  loft  Peru  ? Not  hear 
The  clank  of  thefe  vile  chains  that  fetter  thus 
Your  rightful  fov’reign  ? Wherefore  thus  again 
Led  to  their  Chriftian  temple  ? Why  their  guards 
Plac’d  at  each  pafs  ? Is  this,  juft  gods,  a lot 
For  your  own  progeny  ? Yet  even  here. 

Here  ftill  is  room  for  fortitude  and  honour. 

Yes,  ye  calamities  of  this  bad  world. 

Pour  all  your  deftin’d  malice  on  my  head  ; 

Ye  ftorms,  ye  tempefts,  roar!  Each  change  of  fortune 
Is  but  a change  of  virtue. 

Enter  Ozmar. 

' Alzuma. 

Valiant  Ozmar, 

Let  me  embrace  thee.  Ozmar,  fpite  of  all 
My  heart’s  beft  firmnefs,  it  drops  blood  for  thee. 

Ozmar. 

Alzuma  I Tears  I And  doft  thou  think  me  then 
So  poor  of  foul  ? 


Alzuma.  , 

Ozmar,  I will  not  weep  ; 

I will  not  ftain  a righteous  caufe  with  tears. 
VoL.  I.  U u 
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And  yet  frail  nature  thus  will  gufh  it’s  way. 

Oh  ! there’s  a caufe  that  confecrates  each  drop 
That  burns  it’s  channel  down  the  foldier’s  cheek  ! 
Oznnar,  to  fee  a nation  bleeding  round  us. 

Yet  fetter’d  thus  in  chains— I cannot  fpeak; 

Thy  own  great  heart  will  tell  thee. 

OZMAR. 

Embitter  not  the  cup-  of  woe. 

Alzuma. 

To  die 

Inglorious.!  Unreveng’d  ! My  father’s  death. 

Thy  favage  maflacre,  lamented  lhade  1 

Oh  ! Atabalipa,  yet  unaton’d  I 

His  queen  Orazia,  my  much  honour’d  mother. 

How  has  fate  dealt  with  her  ? My  filler  too. 

Poor  Orellana  ! ’Tis  a long,  long  time 
Since  lall  thefe  eyes  beheld  her.  Breathes  Ihe  Hill 
The  vital  air  ? And  oh  1 what  happy  clime 
Afroi'ds  her  innocence  and  truth  a fhelter  ? 

Alzuma  knows  knows  not,  and  that  piercing  thought 
Unmans  my  foul,  and  gives  a fling  to  death. 

OzMAR. 

I'he  gracious  pow’rs,  who  watch  o’er  innocence— 
Alzuma. 

No  pow’r  prote6ls  it  now.  Where  were  ye  gods. 

In  that  black  period  when  the  Spanifh  fpoiler 
Fir  ft  fpoke  in  thunder  to  us  ? Not  your  own 
Thrice  honour’d  temples  then  contain’d  ye  ! No  1 
Your  facred  temples,  and  your  hallow’d  groves. 

You  left  defencelefs.  You  have  loft  your  rites. 
Your  kings  their  empire,  and  Peru  her  freedom. 
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OZMAR. 

If  deeds  heroic  could  have  fav’d  the  ftate. 

Thy  own  great  patriot  toil— 

Alzuma. 

Where  were  ye,  gods, 

When  late  in  Chili’s  wide  extended  plains 
I fought  the  embattled  foe  ? From  ev’ry  quarter 
I brought  the  Weflern  world  in  arms.  The  fun 
Beneath  the  burning  line  beheld  my  courfe, 

Back  to  the  Tropic  faw  my  rapid  march  ; 

The  queen  of  night,  and  ev’ry  vivid  planet. 
Walking  in  brightnefs  their  empyreal  round. 

Saw  my  unwearied  labour  , faw  me  guide 
Down  the  broad  Amazon  my  rapid  bark. 

Each  ifland  vifiting  ; on  ev’ry  fhore 
Invoking  vengeance.  Heav’n  beheld  it  all. 

Yet  left  me  in  th’  extreme;  to  hoftile  gods, 

Th’  unjull,  revengeful,  cruel  gods  of  Spain 
Betray’d  a faithful  unfufpedling  race. 

OzMAR. 

Yes,  all,  all’s  loft,  all  ruin’d  ! That  laft  battle 
Has  giv’n  ’em  up  the  world.  Almagro’s  arms 
Heap’d  hideous  ruin  on  us. 

Alzuma. 

Ozmar,  there. 

There  liberty,  amidft  that  purple  heap 
Her  gen’rous  bofom  grac’d  with  honeft  fears, 
Groan’d  and  expir’d.  Oh  ! City  of  the  Sun, 

Ye  facred  afhes  of  my  friends,  who  periib’d 
In  your  lov’d  country’s  laft  expiring  blaze  1 
Oh  ! feat  of  empire  1 Witnefs  in  your  fail 
I have  dar’d  nobly  for  you. 


U u 2 
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Enter  Gonzalez  and  Guards. 

Gonzalez. 

Be  thofe  chains 

Inftant  releas’d,  and  fet  the  prisoners  free. 

[Soldiers  unchain  them, 

Alzuma. 

Ah  ! that  foft  virgin  form  appears  again  ! 

This  way  fhe  bends  her  Iteps.  What  may  this  mean  f 

Enter  Orellana, 

Orellana. 

There  is  your  warrant,  Sir ; Pizarro’s  hand 
Hath  fign’d  their  freedom. 

Gonzalez. 

I obey  the  mandate.  [Exit  with  Soldiers^ 


Alzuma. 

Tell  me,  thou  fair  unknown  ! to  what  new  fcenes 
Our  fate  referves  us  both  ? 

Orellana. 

Humanity 

And  juflice  plead  your  caufe. 

Alzuma. 

And  does  thy  heart 

Feel  the  foft  tpuch  of  nature  for  the  wretched  ? 
Orellana. 

Stranger,  my  heart  is  feelingly  alive 


When 


When  mifery  claims  a tear : that  frultlefs  tribute 
Is  all  I can,  and  Heav'n  demands  it  of  me, 

Alzuma. 

I pray  ye  mock  me  not.  A Spaniard’s  heav’n 
Infpires  revenge,  and  cruelty  and  murder* 

Orellana. 

In  me  you  fee  a daughter  of  Peru, 

And  nature  and  religion  bind  me  to  you. 

Alzuma. 

Then  our  own  gods  watch  o’er  affli61:ion  ftill. 

And  at  their  hands  I do  accept  my  life. 

Oh  ! gen’rous  virgin,  I refpe6l  thy  virtues  ; 

The  pow’rs  that  gave  them  will  reward  them  toor 
If  not  in  ev’ry  ftate,  in  death  or  conqueft. 

They  are  their  own  fweet  recompence. 

Orellana. 

That  mien! 

That  prompt  heroic  ardor!  Stranger,  fay. 
Whence  and  what  art  thou  ? 

Alzuma. 

By  my  birth  obfcure : * 

Almagro  late  beheld  me  grafp  the  javelin. 

And  mid’ft  the  gen’ral  carnage  of  the  day. 

Seek  death  in  vain  thro’  all  the  paths  of  war. 

Orellana. 

Ah  ! tell  me  then— I tremble  while  I afk ; 

Where  is  Alzuma  ? Lives  he  ? Does  he  yet 
Elude  the  tyrant’s  fearch  ? Or  has  he  fought 
The  vale  of  fleeting  fpirits  ? Quickly  tell  me. 

For  oh ! I long  to  hear. 
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Alzuma. 

Support  me,  Ozmar. 

Her  tender  lympathy! 

Ozmar. 

Now  fummon  all 

Your  wonted  firmnefs : fliers  a ftranger  yet. 

Let  piojdence  guard  thee. 

Orellana. 

Ah  ! diftra<fl  me  not. 

Why  art  thou  pale  ! Why  gathering  in  thy  eye 
Stand  thofe  round  drops  ? Alas  1 he  is  no  more. 

. Ozmar. 

Alzuma  lives ! 

Orellana. 

Lives ! 

Ozmar. 

•But  far  hence  remote 

Seeks  a retreat  for  mifery  and  freedom. 

Orellana. 

Then  I am  blefs’d  indeed ! 

Alzuma. 

Abforb’d  in  wonder, 

My  fluttering  foul  feels  all  her  fundlions  loft. 
Orellana. 

Weep’ft  thou,  brave  youth  ? Ah  ! fay  what  hidden 
caufe— - 
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Alzuma. 

Thy  gen’rous  tendernefs.  Like  you  I’m  born 
With  too  much  fenfibility  of  heart. 

Orellana. 

Indeed  you  feem  to  bear  a noble  nature. 

Say,  will  you  undertake  like  men,  and  dare 
A hardy  enterprize,  that  tends  at  once 
To  your  own  fafety  and  the  general  weal  ? 

Alzuma. 

Speak  thy  intent : ev’n  ruin’d  as  we  are 
We  boaft  the  virtue  ftill  to  ferve  thee,  virgin. 

Orellana. 

Then  mark  my  words : anon,  when  in  the  palace 
All  court  the  Spaniard's  fmiles,  and  do  the  work 
Of  low  ambition,  then  with  cautious  ftep 
Repair  ye  both  to  yonder  facred  temple. 

In  happier  days  the  temple  of  the  Sun  ! 

Now  other  worfliip,  other  rites  prevail. 

Employ'd  in  fecret  duty  there  you'll  find  me. 

Enter  Gonzalez. 

Orellana. 

What  would  Gonzalez  ? 

Gonzalez. 

With  determin’d  hafte 
The  emprefs  feeks  you. 

Orellana. 

Lead  your  captives  forth. 

[The)^  hw  and  are  going  out. 

Enter 
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Enter  Orazia. 

Orazia. 

Thcfe  are  the  infolents  whom  thy  entreaty 
Has  fav’d  from  juftice. 

Orellana, 

To  Don  Carlos^  goodnefs 
I bow  in  gratitude. 


Orazia. 

Take  heed,  rafh  men. 

Or  vengeance  waits  you. 

CThey  go  out,)  Orellana  hear : 
Don  Carlos  languilhes  with  gentleft  paiTion, 

And  wooes  you  to  his  arms.  A mother's  voice 
Commands  thee  to  abjure  fiditious  gods. 

And  make  thee  lineal  to  our  ancient  fceptre. 

Orellana. 

What,  while  my  brother  lives  ? 

Orazia. 

Pizarro  lees. 

At  length  with  indignation  fees  his  Have 
Sufpend  the  progrefs  of  our  righteous  faith. 

Orellana. 

His  (lave ! A robber's  (lave  1 Is  that  befitting  ? 

Is  that  my  mother  ? Thefe  are  virtue's  tears  \ 

They  mean  you  no  offence. 

Orazia. 

Ungrateful  child ! 

Still  with  incelfant  rage  to  fteel  your  heart 

Againft 
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Agalhfb  a vidlor;,  whom  high  Heav’n  approves^ 
Againfb  a mother,  who  would  fave  you  hill. 

Orellana. 

The  tyrant  has  my  curfes ; I avow  it ; 

My  bittereft  imprecations  oh  him ! but 
A mother  claims  refpeft.  Then  hear  my  pray'f ; 
Let  not  your  Chriftian  worlliip,  while  it  gives 
New  modes  of  faith,  oh  ! let  it  ne’er  efface 
The  virtues  of  humanity  ! \_Exit~, 

Orazia. 

Oh ! blind 

And  fatal  fuperflition  !— fix’d  in  errorj 

Alas ! file  fees  not  that  by  Pleav’n  commiffion’d 

To  chafe  credulity  Pizarro  came, 

And  reigns  by  right  divine  o’er  ev’ry  heart. 

Oh  ! happy  fiiate  ! Chriftian  Orazia  now 
Glows  for  the  honour  of  eternal  truth ; 

To  that  bows  rev’rent  down,  and  joys  to  fee 
Awful  religion  bare  the  fword  of  juilice. 

Scene  the  Temple  of  the  Sun, 

Enter  Alzuma  and  Ozmar-.  - 
Alzumaj 

Thou  facred  dome  ! thou  venerable  pile  ! 

Where  erfi:  the  pious  daughters  of  the  Sun 
In  meditation  dwelt,  and  facred  fong ! 

No  more  for  you  thofe  rites ; no  more  you’ll  hear 
Their  pious  vows,  and  their  melodious  firains* 
I'he  Spanifii  robber  violates  your  altars. 

And  foreign  gods  pofiefs  you. 
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OZMAR. 

Yet,  Alzuma, 

Who  knows  what  that  bright  maid 

Alzuma. 

Some  deep  intent 

Rolls  in  her  bolbm.  Hark  ! a feeble  found 
Comes  flowly  winding  thro’  yon  lengthen’d  ifle. 

\Mufick  is  heard  at  a dijiance. 
It  gains  upon  the  ear.  And  lo  ! a train 
Of  fupplicating  nymphs ! ye  hofb  of  Hcav’n  ! 

Our  own  folemnities  ! how  my  heart  glows 
With  piour  ardour ! let  us  hence,  my  friend. 

Left  we  intrude  upon  their  virgin  choir. 

\jThey  retire. 

Enter  Orellana,  Emira,  Zilia,  and  other  Virgins. 
An  Image  of  the  Sun^  the  Moon,  &"c.  in  their  Hands 
a Cenjer  of  Fire,  and  Jome  flrewing  Flowers. 

O D E.  • 

I. 

Bright  orb,  that  rul’ft  th’  c'ctherial  way. 

And  pour’ll  the  radiant  flood  of  day ; 

Thou  filler  regent  of  the  night, 

Who  fhed’ft  o’er  all  thy  fober  light ; 

. Ye  ftars,  that  gleam  from  pole  to  pole ; 

-fe  thunders  o’er  our  heads  that  roll , 

Ye  lightnings,  rains,  ye  llorms  on  high. 

That  fpeak  the  prefent  deity : 

/ Hear  your  own  fervants  hear  our  virgin  throngj 
Oh  ! fave  Alzuma  s hear  our  myllic  fong. 

II. 

Ye  band  of  venerable  jull. 

Ye  warriors  long  fince  laid  in  dull 
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Whether  in  filent  groves  ye  ftray. 

Glow  in  the  ftars  or  folar  way, 

AlTemble  all  ye  mighty  dead. 

And  ftalk  around  the  Spaniard's  bed ; 

In  his  fell  heart  with  difmal  yell 
Awaken  all  the  fiends  of  hell  5 

Afiifl  Alzuma ; arm  each  honefl  hand. 

And  tear  a guilty  tyrant  from  the  land. 

[They  go  out  in  froeejfion. 

Enter  Alzuma  and  Ozmar. 

Alzuma. 

For  me  their  vows  afcend  ! the  pious  train 
Warble  their  orifons  for  loft  Alzuma  ! 

Oh  ! Ozmar,  oh  ! my  friend  ! the  melting  notes 
With  thoughts  that  burn  expand  my  glowing  foul. 
Ha ! that  fweet  maid  approaches  ! 

Enter  Orellana, 

Ozmar, 

Now  be  hufti’d 

Each  fudden  tranfport : to  difclofe  thy  name 
Might  fatal’  prove. 

Orellana,  (coming  forward) 

Alas  ! my  fpirits  fink. 

Cold  tremors  ftiake  my  frame. 

Alzuma. 

Your  pardon,  virgin. 

That  thus  encroaching  on  the  hallov/’d  hour— 
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Orellana. 

Strangers  1 you’re  welcome  both.  The  wretched  ever 
Bear  their  own  pafsport  to  me.  Train’d  myfelf 
In  fad  afflidlion’s  fchool,  and  wanting  much 
Some  charitable  aid,  thefe  hands  are  ready 
To  wipe  the  tear  from  the  pale  cheek  of  care. 

Alzuma. 

Alas ! misfortune,  as  we  rife  to  life, 

Prepares  her  chalice  for  each  human  lip : 

We  all  are  doom’d  to  weep. 

Orellana. 

Ye  gen’rous  youths, 

I fee  you  both  are  apt  to  melt  at  woe  : 

I will  not  trouble  you. 

Alzuma. 

If  there  is  aught 

May  ferve  you,  virgin,  truft  your  faithful  Haves. 
Thefe  tears  but  ftrengthen  virtue : fpeak  thy  will. 

/ 

Orellana. 

Yhere  is  a bufmefs  lab’ring  in  my  heart 
That  calls  for  HrmeH:  vigour, 

Alzuma. 

If  to  drench 

A dagger’s  point  in  the  fell  Spaniard’s  blood-— 
Orellana. 

It  wants  no  bloodHied.  Tell  me  will  you  ferve  me  ? 
Alzuma. 


' By  Heav’n  I will. 
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Orellana, 

Say,  will  you  traverfe  o’er 

The  forefls  wild,  and  continents  of  fand^ 

To  bear  a melTage  to  much-lov’d  brother. 

On  whofe  dear  life  my  happinefs  is  grafted  ? 

Alzuma. 

Diredl  our  courfe : we’ll  feek  him  ftraight. 
Orellana. 

Alas ! 

Baniflied  far  hence,  dear  youth  ! he  little  thinks 
How  here  I drag  the  Spaniard’s  galling  chain. 

And  neither  live  nor  die.  But  here  I’ve  form’d 
In  braided  colours  the  fad  tale  of  woe. 

\fTakes  out  a braid  of  colours. 
He  knows  not  letters,  which  th’  inventive  Spaniard 
Has  hither  brought : but  this  v/ill  tell  him  alE 
This  will  inflrudl  him  to  avoid  this  place; 

Let  me  be  wretched.  I’ll  endure  it  all ; 

But  blefs  him  gods  ; watch  over  all  his  ways; 

My  woes  mull  end  me  foon. 

Alzuma. 

No,  thou  fhalt  join 

Our  flight : we’ll  bear  thee  to  him. 


Orellana. 

Weak  of  limb 

Myftrengthw'ould  fail  me.  Wilt  thou  give  him  this? 
Alzuma. 

I will ; by  every  Pow’r  above,  I will. 
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Orellana. 

Then  take  it^  youth,  and  bear  it  to  Alzuma. 
Alzuma. 

Alzuma ! 


Orellana. 

Yes  i to  him. 

Alzuma. 

Ye  gracious  powers ! 

And  bear  it  to  Alzuma  !— Orellana  ! 

Orellana. 

Thofe  trembling  accents ! and  the  various  meanings 
Of  ev'ry  feature— Ah  ! that  look  of  thine— 

Alzuma. 

I am,  I am,  Alzuma.  Oh  ! my  filler ! 

I,  I am  he  ! this  fond  embrace  attells  it. 

She  faints,  jflie  faints.  Oh  ! could’il  thou  e’er  have 
hop’d  it  ? 

’Tis  Orellana  !— ’tis,  it  is  my  filler. 

Orellana. 

That  air ! that  face ! jull  fo  my  father  look’d  ! 

I fcarce  can  think  it  yet ; thou  art  not— tell  me-^- 
Say,  art  thou  he  Peru’s  furviving  heir  ? 

Art  thou  Alzuma  ?— does  thy  breall  retain 
The  tyger’s  fang  ^ 

Alzuma, 


It  does,  it  does. 


Orel- 
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Orellana, 

Have  I fo  long 

Forbore  to  wander  o'er  him  with  my  kilTes  ? 

To  clafp  thee  clofe,  and  own  thee  with  my  tears  ? 

\Embraces  him. 

Alzuma. 

Grow  to  thy  brother’s  heart,  thou  virtuous  maid ! 
Ozmar,  the  Gods  are  here  \ they  have  not  yet 
Deferted  innocence.  Thou  watch,  my  friend. 

That  none  intrude  upon  this  hour  of  joy. 

\Exit  Ozmar. 

Orellana. 

Why  didft  thou  venture  to  this  place  of  danger  ? 

Oh  ! quickly  fly ; of  all  the  Sun  beheld 
In  his  own  city,  by  immortals  rear’d. 

This  temple  only  {lands, 

Alzuma. 

Where  is  Orazia? 

Orellana. 

She  lives. 

Alzuma. 

Then  to  her  honour  and  her  gods 

She  ftill  lives  true : I knov/  her  virtue  well, 

Orellana. 

This  fide  the  grave  no  mortal  virtue’s  known. 

She’s  married  to  Pizarro. 

Al^ 
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Alzuma* 

Married  to  him  ! 

Falle  to  her  faith,  and  married  to  Pizarro  I 

Orellana. 

She  fnares  his  tyrant  feeptre. 

Alzuma. 

Oh ! may  Heav’n— 

Yet  fhe’s  my  mother  ftill— Forgive  her,  gods! 

If  your  dread  fway  can  bear  fuch  crimes,  forgive  her. 
And  keep  your  red’ning  vengeance  for  the  Spaniard. 
Say  fhall  I fee  Orazia  ? 


Orellana. 

At  yon  portal 

You  met  her  dreadful  frown. 

Alzuma. 

Y'  as  that  my  mother  ? 

Unnatural  woman  1 

Orellana. 

In  her  ruin’d  mind 

Sits  blind  enthufiafm,  with’ring  ev’ry  virtue. 

Zeal  forgets  fetters  for  a free-born  race. 

And  murder’s  blade  gleams  in  religion’s  hand, 

Alzuma. 

Bright  orb  ! thou  hear’fb  it ! I make  no  appeal 
1 o you  againlt  her.  But  to  find  thee  thus, 

1 hou  befc  of  fifters,  ’midfl:  a mother’s  crimes 
'I'liat  rend  my  foul,  it  mixes  tend’refi;  joy, 

And  ma*..es  diefe  tears  a tranfport,  Tell  thy  brother, 

V/hac 
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What  force  upheld  thee  ? how  haft  thou  fuftain’d 
Thy  faith  inviolate  ? 


Orellana, 

The  Spaniard’s  rage 

Lifts  ev’ry  paftion  oh  the  fide  of  virtue. 

Thou  wer’t  far  hence,  know’ft  not  the  horrid  night 
That  heav’d  this  mighty  empire  from  its  bafci 

Alzuma. 

Ev’n  now  I ftiudder  for  thee  1 
Orellana. 

Cloyfter’d  here,  ’ • 

Two  hundred  chofen  virgins  of  the  Sun, 

Here  in  this  very  temple  pour’d  their  praile 
In  midnight  harmony  to  ev’ry  god. 

And  bore  thro’  glimm’ring  ifles  th’  eternal  fire ; 
When  the  foe  rulli’d  upon  us ; burft  the  fancluary 
Which  fince  the  world’s  foundation  ’till  that  hour 
Man  never  dar’d  profane.  With  virgin  hirieks. 
And  female  lamentation  rung  the  dome ; 

Devouring  rage,  and  pale  difmay,  and  death. 

Ran  wild  in  horrid  forms ; the  crimfon  pavement 
Floated  with  gore ; no  check  their  fury  felt, 

’Till  weary  daughter  ftopt  at  laft  for  breath. 

And  fpar’d  a wretched  few. 

Alzuma. 

Thou  virtuous  maid ! 

What  pitying  God  preferv’d  thee  ? 

Orellana, 

’Twas  in  wrath. 

In  vengeance  I was  fav’d,  to  greater  ills 
Alas  ! referv’d  1 tg  fte  my  father  murder’d 

VoL.  I,  Y y Al^ 
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Alzuma. 

Oh  ! blefled  be  his  fhade ! 

Orellana. 

E^er  fince  Pizarro 

Urges  to  change  my  gods^  and  join  his  Ton 
In  impious  wedlock. 

Alzuma. 

May  his  foul  be  plung’d 
In  ever-burning  floods  of  liquid  gold^ 

And  be  his  avarice  the  fiend  that  damns  him ! 

\}Aufic  heard. 

Orellana. 

End  we  our  conf’rence  here  : the  virgin  band 
\Vait  my  return  : I would  not  have  thee  known. 
Retire  my  brother. 

Alzuma. 

And  mufi:  we  part  fo  foon  ? 

Orellana. 

Alas  ! too  fure  we  mufi: : a faithful  friend 
Shall  lead  thee  to  the  grove  where  oft  I walk 
In  bitternefs  of  foul. 

Alzuma. 

Yet  ere  you  go, 

Elere  kneel,  and  fwear  by  all  the  holy  powVs 
Whom  with  firm  ccnflancy  Peru  adox^es ; 

By  the  dear  fhade s of  long-departed  heroes. 

Whom  av’rice  flaughter’d,  or  religion  fiiabb’d ; 
Swear  here,  by  all  thofe  great,  thofe  awful  fandtions. 
That  never  you’ll  betray  your  plighted  vows, 

\ Orel- 
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Orellana, 

Yes,  Orellana  ratifies  the  oath! 

Alzuma. 

Now  once  again  come  to  this  fond  embrace. 
We’ll  meet  anon. 

Orellana. 

We  Hiall 


Alzuma. 

Farewell,  farewell ! \^She  goes  out. 

Protect,  ye  pow’rs,  that  flruggling  innocence. 

In  your  own  holy  caufe  fhe  fuffers  all. 

Are  ye  no  more  the  gods  of  peace  ? no  more 
Affliction’s  friends  ? If  that  excelling  goodnefs. 

If  fhe  is  wretched  thus — yet  let  me  not. 

Like  the  bafe  Chriftian  foe,  with  pious  rage. 

Who  deals  deftruClion  round,  and  deems  his  murder 
Grateful  on  high,  oh  1 let  me  not,  like  him. 

With  horrid  attributes  affront  my  God  1 

Yes,  Heav’n  is  bounteous  flill  1 ye  gracious  pow’rs  I 

Of  you  and  your  juft  ways  I’ll  not  complain. 

You’ve  made  us  virtuous,  and  have  done  enough  1 


End  of  the  SECOND  AC  T. 
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ACT  the  THIRD, 

' Scene  the  "teni'ple. 

Enter  Carlos  and  Gonzalez, 

Carlos. 

Thou  haft  my  thanks,  Gonzalez : my  fond  heart 
But  for  thy  watchful  care  had  been  the  fport 
Of  a fierce  favage  beauty.  Now  I know 
The  minion  of  her  foul.  Oh  ! that  refledlion 
Shoots  all  the  fires  of  difappointed  love 
Thro’  my  diftrafted  heart. 

Gonzalez. 

Forgive,  my  lord. 

If  I unwittingly  have  fix’d  a pang 

That  preys  upon  your  peace.  In  yonder  grove 

I faw  them  meet  in  fecret  interviev/, 

Carlos. 

I faw  them  too ; thy  vigilance  inform’d  me. 

Thefe  eyes  beheld  them  in  clofe  amorous  parley. 

In  ardent  gaze ; beheld  a peafant  Have 
Famuli ar  with  that  luxury  of  charms, 

W ith  Orellana’s  charms  ! It  fires  to  madnefs. 

I faw  that  wretch  whom  I redeem’d  from  death. 

At  her  requeft  redeem’d,  unthinking  fool ! 

I faw  him  ineet  her  in  the  confeious  grove. 
Embracing  and  embrac’d ! 

Gonzalez, 

Perifn  the  thought. 


That 
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That  thus  difturbs  your  breafl : you  know,  my  lord. 
By  your  command  1 feiz’d  the  Have,  and  now 
Ear  other  chains  than  thofe  of  love  infold  him. 

Carlos. 

By  Heav'n  he  dies  : this  very  hour  fhall  fee  him 
A Chriftian,  or  a vidim  to  his  errors, 

Gonzalez. 

The  guards  now  lead  him  forth. 

Carlos. 

Was  it  for  this 

The  tyrant  fair  oppos’d  ev’n  Heav’n  itfelf? 

Oh  ! at  the  altar’s  foot  her  lov’d  idea 
Was  prefent  Hill,  and  zeal  for  heav’nly  truth 
A tear  from  thofe  bright  eyes  dilTolv’d  av/ay. 

But  falfe  companion  rules  my  heart  no  more. 

I faw  her  meet  the  Have  i at  my  approach 
Fierce  indignation  darted  from  her  eye. 

And  ftraight  (he  turn’d  with  high  difdain  away. 

Ah  ! fee  ! (he  comes  ! ftill  lovely  in  her  guilt  1 

Gonzalez. 

The  haughty  fiercenefs  of  untutor’d  virtue 
Beams  favage  graces  round  her.  Yes,  by  Heav’n 
She  fhall  be  mine  j my  heart  adores  her  ftill. 

£ji/er  Orellana. 

Orellana. 

You  have  done  this.  Sir,  and  I thank  you  for  It. 
Carlos. 

Think  not  I urg’d  feverity  againfl:  thee ; 

But  oh  ! do  juftice  to  that  gentle  nature 


That 
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That  governs  here  ; that  now  throbs  wildly  for  yoti^ 
With  all  the  foft  folicitude  of  love. 

Orellana. 

What  has  a wretch'  like  me  to  do  with  love  ? 
Carlos. 

Dofl:  thou  avoid  me  then,  thou  cruel  fair  ? 

Doft  thou  avoid  me  ? Now  I know  the  caufe 
That  made  thee  unrelenting  to  my  fighs ; 

I know  your  paramour;  now  know  for  whom 
Don  Carlos’  vows  were  all  difpers’d  in  air ; 

For  years  who  held  dominion  o’er  your  heart. 

And  made  me  languilh  at  your  feet  in  vain. 

Orellana. 

And  if  I cherilli’d  a long  hidden  flame. 

Who  claims  a right  to  tyrannize  my  heart  ?■ 

Carlos. 

Think’fl:  thou  a breafl  fufceptible  as  mine. 

That  fwells  with  rapture  if  thou  deign’fi:  to  fmilc. 
Or  by  a frown  is  tortur’d  in  the  extreme; 

Think’iL  thou  a heart  like  mine  will  e’er  permit 
A conquer’d  flave  to  win  thy  lealt  regard  ? 

Oh  1 there’s  an  avarice  in  love,  that  claims 
Each  gentle  grace,  each  amiable  air. 

Claims  the  noble  hoard  of  fweets,  and  will  not  bear 
A word,  a look  diredced  to  another. 

Orellana. 

And  mean’ll  thou  then  to  choak  the  voice  of  pity  ^ 

Is  that  thy  purpofe  ? Know  the  injur’d  youth. 
Whom  thy  fell  rage  but  now  has  doom’d  to  death. 

Is  miferable ; therefore  dear  to  me. 

Know^  he  is  virtuous ; therefore  has  iPiy  love. 


Car- 


A TRAGEDY, 

Car  LOS. 

Thy  love  ! does  he  polTefs  it  ? he. 
Inhuman  fair ! but  yet  recall  the  word. 
Our  laws  that  fpare  no  infidel 


Orellana. 

Thou  Spaniard ! 

Thou  fierce  barbarian  from  a world  unknown ! 
But  all  our  facred  rites  thou  hall  profan’d. 

And  well  may’fl  violate  love’s  altar  too. 

Come,  point  thy  dagger  at  this  virgin  breafl. 
And  conquer  hearts  as  you  would  force  our  faith. 

Carlos. 

You  wrong  me  much.  Hear  Orellana,  hear 
Thy  tendered:  fuppliant. 


Orellana. 

Never;  woman’s  weaknefs 

With  pity  faw  thee  kneeling  at  my  feet. 

And  fighing  fruitlefs  vows.  But  this  lafl  outrage 
Againll  a helplefs  captive— Witnefs  Gods  I 
If  Orellana  hear  this  Spaniard  more, 

Or  liften  to  the  tale  of  impious  love. 

Deep  down  in  earth  may  die  alive  be  buried. 

Her  fpirit  doom’d  to  wander  o’er  the  world. 

And  never  reach  the  manfion  of  her  fathers. 


Carlos, 


Your  minion  dies ; my  rage  is  up  in  arms. 

And  tlie  foft  voice  of  love  dial!  plead  no  more. 

[Av//. 


Orellana. 


Barbarian  go  !— -Ah  ! there’s  a fight  indeed 
Afrefh  that  opens  ev’ry  fource  of  grief. 


Enter 
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Enter  Alzuma  in  chains, 

Orellana. 

Oh  ! Let  me  feek  thy  mother  5 tell  her  all ; 

With  the  ftrong  eloquence  of  filial  tears, 
ril  throw  me  at  her  feet,  and  in  her  heart. 

Loft  as  it  is.  I’ll  find  fome  hidden  fibre. 

Where  all  the  mother  trembles  for  her  offspring.- 

Alzuma. 

Reftrain  this  rage ; Alzuma  would  not  owe 
A fecond  favour  to  her.  She,  alas  ! 

Is  dead  to  nature.  That  accurfed  fiend. 

Fanatic  fury,  blafts  each  moral  virtue. 

She  has  pronounc’d  my  doom.  Let  her  not  know 
She  kills  a fon.  Oh ! let  me  never  add 
That  guilt  atrocious  to  a parent’s  crimes. 

Orellana. 

Are  there  no  means  to  fave  thee  ? 

Alzuma. 

Look  not  thus : 

Ennobled  by  thy  virtues,  by  diftrefs 
Endear’d,  each  glance  thou  fend’ft,  unmans  me  quite. 
And  ev’n  a brother’s  fondnefs  akes  to  view  thee. 
Thy  goodnefs  charms,  and  by  each  heart-firing 
draws  me 

Back  to  this  hated  v/orld.  For  thee,  my  filler. 
When  I fhould  boldly  tread  the  ridge  of  peril. 

And  dare  the  depth  below ; for  thy  dear  fake 
I cling  to  life ; extend  my  feeble  arms ; 

But  thou  no  aid  can’ll  give. 


Orel- 
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Orellana. 

Diftracling  thought ! 

Mud  I furvive  thee  helplefs  and  forlorn, 

A vidtim  to  the  Spaniard's  hated  love  ? 

Alzuma. 

There  lies  the  pang  that  bids  thefe  drops  of  anguifh 
Fall  in  this  copious  dream.  Not  for  myfelf 
I feel,  but  oh ! when  I am  gone,  when  fate 
Has  dretch'd  this  body  on  the  flinty  earth, 

Who  fhall  defend  thy  weaknefs  ? Mud  I leave  thee 
A prey  to  ruffian  force  ? Mud  that  rare  beauty. 
Shall  that  confpire  againd  -thee  ? Mud  thofe  eyes 
Obedient  roll  to  a fierce  conqueror's  will  ? 

Inflame  his  hot  defires,  to  plunge  thee  deeper 
In  ffiame  and  fervitude  ? 

Orellana. 

Unpitying  gods ! 


Alzuma. 

Perhaps  to  waft  thee  from  thy  native  land 
To  foreign  altars,  and  a foreign  bed  1 

Orellana. 

There  is  but  one,  one  only  refuge. 


.Name  it. 


Alzuma. 


Orellana* 

I’ll  perifli  with  thee.  Lo  ! behold  a weapon  ! 

\^Shews  a dagger. 


Z z 


Al- 


VoL.  I. 


Ha! 


Alzuma. 


Orellana. 

Where’er  thy  fpirit  wings  it’s  happy  flight. 

I’ll  hail  thy  triumph ; foar  on  trembling  wing, 
And  diftant  eye  thy  radiant  tradl  of  glory. 

To  ev’ry  kindred  ftar. 

Alzuma. 

Relentlefs  pow’rs ! 

No  other  boon  you’ve  left  me  to  bellow. 

Orellana. 

Ah  ! me  ! they  come ; the  fell  Pizarro  comes. 

Enter  Pizarro,  Orazia,  Carlos,  Guards^ 

‘ Orazia. 

Now,  Orellana,  we  demand  compliance. 

Provoke  our  wrath  no  more  : the  veiled  priell 
Waits  at  the  altar;  there  Don  Carlos’  love 
And  Heav’n  indulgent  claim  thee  for  their  own. 

Alzuma. 

Unnatural,  barbarous  mother ! \_Afide, 

Orellana. 

For  his  love 

Don  Carlos  has  my  thanks.  Spain  will  not  think 
Her  lullre  tarnifh’d,  that  a wretch  like  me 
Feels  no  ambition  for  her  proud  alliance. 

The  gods  of  Spain 

Orazia. 

■This  arrogance 
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Orellana. 

Indulge 

A favourable  ear.  The  gods  of  Spain 
Will  not  be  jealous  that  no  fragrance  rolls 
Around  their  Ihrines  from  me.  If  error's  maze 
Mifguide  my  fteps,  their  all-pervading  eye 
Will  read  the  honeft  purpofe  of  my  foul. 

And  mercy  win  the  thunder  from  their  hands. 

Orazia. 

This  wilful  difobedience  ! Who  has  taught 
The  vain  delufive  dream  ? 

Carlos. 

That  Have  ! 'Tis  he. 

Who  rules  her  wayward  fancy. 

% 

Orazia. 

Ha ! that  traitor ! 

Doft  thou  prefume  to  fpread  fedition  here  ? 

Alzuma.  ( looking  at  her ) 

Oh  ! thou  apoftate  ! Thefe  hot  burning  tears 
Will  burft  their  way. 


PlZARRO.  • 

And  does  thy  fullen  eye 

Dart  the  fierce  glance  of  treafon  on  your  Queen  ? 
Orazia^ 

Who  and  what  art  thou  ? 

Alzuma. 

IVe  no  rank  or  name, 

To  plead  my  caufe  in  thy  obdurate  heart. 

Z Z 2 


To 
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To  your  own  child  unnatural  as  thou  art, 

I have  no  claim  to  mercy. 

PlZARRO. 

Bafe  reviler  I 

Within  the  Tropic  all  muft  think  alike. 

Alzuma. 

Betwixt  us  both  the  facred  fhaft  of  war 
Has  long  been  fhot,  and  enmity  prevails. 

Fierce,  inextinguilhable ! 

Orazia. 

My  example 

May  teach  thee,  flave,  to  yield  to  facred  truth, 

And  Spain’s  imperial  mandate. 

Alzuma. 

Thy  example  ! 

Full  well  you  judg’d,  thou  traitrefs  to  thy  country  ! 
To  fly  to  gods  who  can  forgive  thy  crimes. 

Ours  Ihudder  at  them  ! 

PlZARRO. 

To  the  altar  drag 

The  impious  Have.  \Guards  Jeize  Alzuma. 

Orellana, 

Oh  ! wretched  Orellana ! 

Alzuma. 

Barbarians  hold  ! Yet  Spaniard  ere  I die 
Hear  my  laft  fervent  prayer.  ’Twas  luft  of  gold. 
Not  zeal  for  truth  and  love  of  human  kind, 

That  brought  you  to  Peru  : and  may  that  gold. 

Oh  ! may  it  prove  to  Spain  the  direful  fpring 


Of 
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Of  worfe  calamities  than  we  have  felt ; 

May  it  unnerve  your  arm ; diffolve  in  (loth 
Laborious  induftry ; ne’er  let  your  plains 
The  toiling  hand  of  cultivation  know; 

Kindle  fierce  war  ; and  may  fome  happier  ftate, 
Whofe  fons  with  love  of  gen’rous  freedom  glowing, 
Preferve  their  civil  and  religious  rites. 

The  foes  of  tyranny  ! who  found  their  laws 
On  the  broad  bale  of  reafon  and  of  nature ; 

Oh  ! may  that  happy  ftate  (if  fuch  there  be) 

With  bolder  prow  triumphant  o’er  the  deep, 

Purfue  you  hither  with  avenging  thunder  ; 

In  your  own  harbours  wrap  your  fhips  in  fire. 

And  bow  ye  down  to  feek  detefled  gold 
For  others  ufes  ! Be  that  curfe  upon  you  ! 

PlZARRO. 

His  blafphemy  pollutes  the  air  : forthwith 
Give  him  the  death  he  merits. 

Orellana. 

Once  again 

Let  me  embrace  him  ; one  laft  fad  farewell 
No  pow’r  on  earth  lhall  hinder.  [Embraces  him, 

Carlos. 

Ha  ! that  infolent ! 

Perdition  feize  the  Have  ! Shall  he  enjoy — 

By  Heav’n  this  fabre  cleaves  him  to  the  ground. 

[Going  to  Jlrike, 

Orellana. 

Now  by  the  vital  air,  by  ev’ry  pow’r 

That  guides,  impels,  or  melts  the  human  heart. 

By  yon  bright  orb  of  day,  by  your  own  gods. 
Enough  of  blood  they’ve  had,  by  them  1 afk. 


They 
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They  will  approve  foft  pity  j fpare  his  life. 

Oh  I Ipare  his  innocence,  nor  murder  me. 

Carlos. 

Tear  off  her  hold  : by  Heav’n  the  flave-- > 
Orellana. 

Now  ftrike. 

Now  execute  your  purpofe  I with  the  blow 
This  ready  dagger  plunges  to  my  heart. 

Carlos. 

Hold,  Orellana  ! This  abhorred  fteel 

\JT akes  the  dagger  from  hef\ 
Was  never  meant  to  wound  thy  tender  form  : 

Thou  haft  difarm’d  my  vengeance  ; by  yon  Heaven 
I would  not  fee  thy  beauteous  bofom  gor’d 
For  the  extended  empire  of  the  world. 

Orellana. 

If  ought  of  cruelty  the  pris’ner  fuffer. 

This  hand  fhall  fet  me  free. 

Carlos. 

Diipel  thy  fears : 

I will  not  urge  his  fate ; I will  not  urge 
Thee  to  compliance  : guiltlefs  of  his  death 
I leave  this  temple,  leave  this  fcene  of  horror. 
Where  perfecution  draws  the  unhallow’d  fword. 

And  murders  for  belief. 

Pizarro. 

Yet  Carlos  fta3/, 

I charge  thee  ftay,  nor  dare  again  traduce 
A father’s  deeds. 


Car- 
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Carlos, 

My  heart  at  length  revolts. 

Nor  will  I fee  that  youth,  whoe'er  he  be, 

A victim  to  the  blind  infenfate  rage 

That  iheds  man's  blood,  and  dares  to  think  it  virtue, 

PlZARRO. 

Ha ! the  time  calls  for  rigour ; feeble  laws 
And  government  relax'd  might  hazard  all 
The  laurels  this  good  fword  has  reap'd  in  war. 
Rafli  and  prefumptious  boy  I By  my  command 
He  (hall  retrace  his  fteps.  This  very  hour 
Sees  Orellana  his.  Ourfelf  will  feek  him. 

Mean  time,  Orazia,  be  it  thine  to  fee 

That  traitor  die  a victim  to  his  crimes.  [ExU. 

Orazia. 

Yield,  Orellana,  or  thy  mother's  love 
Turns  to  vindictive  rage. 

^ Alzuma. 

Dilhonour  blaft 

The  horrid  counfel.  Rather  brave  with  fcorn 
Their  fierceft  hate.  Not  all  the  worft  of  ills 
The  purple  tyrant  has  in  Itore  for  virtue, 

Can  plead  for  pardon  with  your  gods  abjur'd. 

Oh  ! fhun  the  guilt  of  treafon  to  your  foul  1 
On  the  mind  fix'd,  and  obftinately  juft, 

Ev'n  ruin  falls  in  vain. 

Orazia. 

It  falls  this  moment 
On  thy  devoted  head. 
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Orellana. 

Orazia,  hear  me ; 

Reftrain  this  rage;  all  nature  ftarts  with  horror; 
Humanity  is  fhock'd ; if  he  muft  die. 

Of  all  who  live,  thou  fhould'ft  be  innocent, 

Orazia, 

Cling  not  about  me  thus. 

Orellana. 

Forbear,  forbear 

The  horrid  ftroke!  Not  all  the  dews  of  Heav’n 
Will  wafh  the  barb’rous  murder  from  your  hands. 
Rcmorfe  and  anguifh  follow ; peace  of  mind 
Will  ever  fhun  thee  ; fiends  will  haunt  thy  brain. 
And  all  the  madnefs  of  defpairing  guilt. 

Orazia. 

Thou  plead'ft  in  vain : my  foul  expanding  feels 
The  glowing  rapture,  the  exalted  purpofe 
That  fwells  above  the  infirmities  of  nature, 

And  burns  with  all^t^  god. 

Orellana. 

Ye  hoft  of  Heaven  ! 

Seize  Orellana';  drag  her  to  your  altar; 

In  horrid  union  bind  me  to  Don  Carlos, 

Rather  than  break,  by  one  atrocious  a61:. 

All  the  eternal  ties  that  link  the  world. 

Alzuma. 

Thou  break  them  not ! Our  country  and  our  gods, 
Thofe  are  our  firfl  connexions  ! For  my  life 
It  is  not  worth  my  care  : who  dies  for  freedom. 

Has  liv’d  his  courfe  of  nature  and  of  glory. 
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And  who  furvives  it  but  a Tingle  hour. 

Has  liv’d  that  hour  too  much. 

Orellana. 

My  foul  refumes 

Her  ftrength  ; I will  not  yield.  ’ : 

Orazia. 

The  traitor  dies ; 

He  dies  this  moment*  ~ • 2 

Alzuma* 

Undifmay’d  I come. 

Orellana. 

No,  never,  never  s here  thefe  hands  fliall  hold  him  ; 

S^A Joldier  l(ps  hold  of  her. 

He  fhall  not  die.  Tear,  tear  me  piecemeal  firft  s 
ril  perifh  with  him  rather  ; let  the  blow, 

That  ends  his  life,  unite  us  both  in  death. 

[She  is  torn  from  him^  a foldier  ftands 
at  the  altar  with  a lifted fabre. 

Alzuma. 

Now  Atabalipa,  where’er  thy  fpirit 
Roams  in  uncertain  being,  with  thyjprmnefs 
Infpire  my  foul  5 teach  me  like  thee  to  die. 

Orazia. 

Ah!— wherefore  Ihould  the  invoke  that  name? 

[She  goes  near  the  foldier. 

Alzuma. 

Lo  thus  I bare  my  bofom  1 

[Gees  up  to  the  altar. 

VoL,  I,  A a a Ora- 


Orazia. 


Ha! 


Orellana. 

Yet  hold  1 \lleld  by  a Joldier, 

Thou  wretched  mother  ! It  is— forbear  ^ 

It  is  the  purefb  blood  of  all  Peru  1 
A vengeful  god,  a god  of  wrath  beholds 
The  barbarous  deed ; I hear  his  thunder  roll ; 

It  burfts  the  roof ; the  pillar’d  temple  falls  \ 

It  falls  to  crulh  ye  all. 

Alzuma. 

Here  ftrike  at  once, 

And  with  my  life-blood  glut  her  frantic  rage. 
Orazia. 

Forbear  (holding  the  Joldier)  I charge  thee,*  flop  the 
bloody  flroke ; 

Oh  1 wonder-working  pow’rs  I [faints  away, 

Orellana. 

The  well-known  token 

Grav’d  on  his  breafl  has  mark’d  him  for  her  fon. 

(Afide) 


Enter  Pizarro. 

PlZARRO. 

No,  nought  fhall  lliake  the  purpofe  of  my  foul. 
Orazia  I why  thus  finks  her  drooping  fpirit  ? 

Alzuma. 

Does  juflice  triumph  o’er  the  gods  of  Spain  ? 
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Orellana. 

Recall  her  Heav’n,  and  o’er  her  waking  fenfe 
Pour  down  your  gentled:  influence.  ( AJfifis  Orazia. 

PlZARRO.  ' 

Rebel  flave  ! 

Th’  extirminating  wrath  of  Heav’n  purfues  thee; 
Still  flialt  thou  meet  thy  fate. 

Orazio. 

Oh  ! lend  your  aid, 

And  lead  me,  guide  my  fteps.  My  Lord  Pizarro, 
Remit  the  cruel  rigour  of  the  law, 

And  fpare  a wretch’s  life. 

PlZARRO. 

She  too  rebels ; 

She  pleads  for  herefy. 

Orazia. 

Oh,  no  ! I plead 
For  mercy,  and  for  juflice. 

PlZARRO. 

Would’fl:  thou  fave 

That  v/ilful  obflinate  ? Refledl  Orazia  ; 

Is  this  your  faith  ? Is  this  your  promis’d  zeal  r 

Orazia. 

Zeal  in  excefs  is  vice,  ’tis  impious ; 

Horrid  repugnance  to  the  will  of  Heav’n ; 

Subverflve  of  each  virtue  ; foe  to  all 
The  tender  laws  of  charity  and  love  ; 

Thofe  laws  that  raife.  and  dignify  our  being. 
Nature’s  great  edidl  in  the  human  heart. 

A a a 2 
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PlZARRO. 

Thy  words  are  treafon, 

Orazia. 

No  ! ’tis  juftice  fpeaks : 

Thanks  to  th’  eternal  pow’rs,  at  length  I fee 
That  each  religionj  truth  itfelf  may  have 
Its  wild  enthufiaftsj  and  its  frantic  zealots. 

PlZARRO. 

By  Heaven  fome  hidden  meaning  lurks  beneath 
This  fudden  revolution  of  thy  heart, 

Orazia. 

Oh  ! fpare  his  innocence ; have  mercy  ! 

PlZARRO. 

Yes, 

The  Have  fhall  live,  till  from  that  flubborn  fpirit 
Torture  hath  wrung  each  deep,  each  hidden  purpofe. 
See  him  fecur’d  in  the  deep  dungeon’s  gloom. 

Alzuma. 

Yes,  lead  me  hence,  where  I no  more  may  fee 
This  hated  race.  But  oh  ! when  I am  gone. 

Spare  Oi-eilana  ; fpare  that  tender  form  ; 

From  death  I fhrink  not : Nature  at  my  birth 
Condemin’d  me  to  it : foon  the  hour  fhall  come 
When  truth,  when  confcience  fhall  condemn  thy  deeds. 

Exit, 

PlZARRO, 

The  rebel’s  doom  is  fix’d  : I burn  to  fee 
Each  fhackled  Have  thro’  our  extended  realm 
Or  live  a Chriflian,  or  embrace  his  fate.  Exit. 
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Orazia  and  Orellana. 
Orazia. 

Oh  ! Orellana ; ’tis,  it  is  your  brother ! 

The  wound  indented  on  his  youthful  breaft— 
Plainly  I faw  it  3 ’tis  my  child^  my  fon. 

^ Orellana. 

It  is  Alzuma— oh  ! I know  it  all ; 

This  day  reveal’d  it  to  me. 

Orazia. 

Was  it  juft 

To  leave  him  thus  expos’d  ? 

Orellana. 

He  will’d  it  fo. 


Orazia. 

Wretch  that  I am  ! I tremble  at  it  flill. 

Oh  ! whither  was  I plunging  ! What  a depth 
Of  woe  and  guilt,  unutterable  guilt, 

What  endlefs  mifery  have  I efcap’d  ! 

Murder  my  fon  ! Barbarity  unheard  of  1 
It  fhocks  my  foul ! And  did  he,  could  he  .think. 
Could  my  child  think  me  dead  to  human  nature  ? 
The  thought  diflradts,  it  rives  a mother’s  heart. 
To  thee  I’ve  been  ungentle  3 thou  haft  caufe 
To  doubt  my  love  3 but  come  to  my  embrace. 

Orellana. 

Oh  ! blefs’d  event  ! And  do  I live  to  tafte 
This  unexpefled  joy,  this  dear  delight  ? 
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Orazia. 

The  brink  of  horror,  on  which  late  I Hood, 
Recalls  from  error  evky  wand’ring  fenfe. 
Alzuma  fhall  not  die  : the  Chriftian’s  God 
Beams  the  fweet  fmiles  of  imiverfal  love 
On  all  his  fair  creation.  Haughty  Spain 
Perverts  his  holy  laws  ; but  ftill  the  pow’r, 
'I’hat  warn’d  my  erring  virtue,  may  inform  him, 
Truth  only  triumphs  when  it  conquers  hearts. 
And  never  gains  by  carnage  and  deferudtion. 
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ACT  the  FOURTH. 


Scene  the  Palace, 

Enter  Orazia. 

Orazia. 

OH  ! Unexpecfted  day  of  grief  and  joy ! 

My  child,  my  child  ! I have  not  yet  forgot 
To  fhed  the  tear  of  natural  affedlion  ; 

To  know  for  whom  I bore  the  child-bed  pang; 

I am  not  grown  the  horror  of  the  world. 

Enter  Orellana. 

Orellana. 

Alas ! all’s  loft ; Don  Carlos  rages  ; ftern  Pizarro 
Thirfts  for  Alzuma’s  blood. 

Orazia.  , 

A mother’s  love 

Shall  ftill  prote6l  her  offspring  ; Oh  ! my  daughter, 
Affedlion,  long  an  alien  to  this  heart, 

Gufhes  in  tumult  thro’  each  panting  vein. 

Defpair  and  anguifh  too  o’erwhelm  my  fpirits. 

Yet  oh  ! returning  nature  ! yet  thy  griefs. 

Thy  very  tears  are  tindur’d  ftill  with  joy  ! 

’Tis  mifery  delightful. 


Orel- 
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Orellana. 

Yet  ev’n  now 

The  fell  Gonzalez  leads  Alzuma  forth.  . 

Ah  I whither  do  they  lead  him  ? 

Orazia. 

’Tis  to  me 

They  lead  your  brother  forth  : One  interview, 
Unconfcious  of  his  name,  Pizarro  grants. 
Heav'ns  ! what  an  interview  ! A fon  enilav’d. 
And  a fond  mother,  who  ufurps  his  rights  1 
I cannot  fee  my  child  ! And  yet  I muft, 

I will  behold  him  1 hear  his  fad,  fad  ftory  ; 
Gaze  on  each  feature,  clafp  him  to  my  heart ; 
And  perifh  with  him,  if  he’s  doom’d  to  bleed. 
Thou  fly  to  Carlos,  foothe  his  troubled  mind  ; 
Exert  your  influence,  or  your  brother’s  loft. 
Each  moment’s  bis:  with  death. 

O 


' Orellana. 

Prote6l  him,  Gods  I 

Now  virtue  ftruggling  in  the  laft  extreme 
Calls  for  your  guardian  care.  ^ 

Orazia. 

Ye  blendid  colours,  both  of  guilt  and  virtue. 
Ye  ftrong  emotions  mix’d  of  grief  and  joy. 

Oh  ! how  your  conflict  racks  my  tortur’d  foul  1 


Gonzalez. 

Gonzalez. 

The  pris’ner  from  his  dungeon  waits  your  will. 
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Orazia. 

Give  him  admittance.  \^Exit  Gonzalez]  Now,  all- 
gracious  Heav'n  ! 

Support  a mother ; aid  me,  touch  my  lips 
With  thy  refiftlefs  energy  of  fpeech. 

That  I may  calm  the  mighty  fborm  of  paflions. 

And  reconcile  a fon  to  life  and  truth. 

En/er  Alzuma, 

Orazia. 

His  av/ful  ftern  regard 

Alzuma. 

My  firmnefs  fails. 

And  guilty  as  ihe  is,  yet  filial  love. 

Yet  nature  tells  me,  (he's  my  mother  ftilL 

Orazia. 

Approach  my  fon  : embrace  your— 

Alzuma. 

Confcious  fhame. 

The  fenfe  of  vile  mifdeeds,  yes,  goading  confcience 
Choaks  up,  thy  voice,  and  tells  thee  that  thou  art— 

Orazia. 

A tyrant ! an  ufurperl  That’s  the  name 
Of  horror  thou  would’fl  utter  : Yet  Orazia 
Is  not  fo  far  abandon’d  o’er  to  guilt. 

But  my  heart  bounds  with  tranfport,  even  thus 
At  length  to  fee  my  fon.  You  weep  Alzuma  ! 

Alzuma. 

Thou  fource  of  light ! Bright  majefty  of  Heav’n  ! 
VoL.  I.  B b b Thee 
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Thee  I atteft,  from  thee  implore  forgivenefs, 

That  thus  I own  a traitrefs  ; that  thefe  tears 
Confefs  the  lacred  chara6ler  of  fon 
You  ftamp’d  upon  my  nature. 

Orazia. 

Oh  ! Alzuma, 

Did  I command  thy  murder  ? Earth  and  Heaven  ! 

A mother  ready  to  imbrue  her  hands 
In  her  child’s— Horror  ! Why  did’ft  thou  conceal 
The  fecret  from  me  ? Why  not  rufh  for  flielter 
To  thefe  maternal  arms  ? But  oh  ! I knew  thee  ; 
Parental  infbin6l  gave  the  fure  alarm^, 

And  now  to  hear  thee,  view  thee  thus,  it  wakes 
Unutterable  throbbings  in  my  breaft. 

Alzuma. 

Well  may’ft  thou  view  me;  well  may’ll  thou  furvey 
Thy  fon  return’d  ! He  brings  no  foul  diflionour. 

But  thou,  can’ll  thou— Indelible  reproach  ! 

Oh  ! fiain  to  virtue  ! Rage  and  indignation 
Burn  in  my  foul,  and  kindle  madnefs  there. 

Orazia. 

Let  not  impetuous  rage  difburb  thy  reafon. 

Heav’n  on  the  Spaniard’s  arms  hath  fmil’d  fuccefs ; 
Thence  on  Peru  fhone  forth  the  ray  of  ti*uth, 
Subiimer  faith,  and  pure  exalted  morals. 

Alzuma. 

Morals  ! Each  word  plants  daggers  in  my  heart. 

Oh  ! give  me  daggers  rather ; arm  my  hand 
With  their  own  deathful  fteel,  that  I may  hold  it 
Crimfon  and  glowing  with  the  tyrant’s  blood. 

Aloft  to  view,  and  call  my  country  free. 
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Orazia. 

Controul  this  phrenzy ; it  were  impious  murder. 
Alzuma. 

Murder  ! A facrifice  I a glorious  facrifice 
To  injur’d  men,  and  violated  laws. 

What ! he  whofe  hand  reeks  with  my  father’s  blood  ? 
And  yet  fhe  pleads  a fell  defbroyer’s  caufe  ! 

Hold  heart-fbrings,  crack  not  yet : A curs’d  invader. 
Who  thins  the  race  of  man  ! Ev’n  now  the  cries 
Of  infants  murder’d  at  thefoft’ring  bread. 

The  fhrieks  of  virgins,  dying  heroes  groans, 

Sound  in  my  ear  3 imperial  palaces. 

The  temples  of  our  gods,  all  wrapt  in  fire  ! 

Oh  ! image  not,  my  foul,  the  horrid  fcene, 

Orazia. 

I cannot  bear  his  drong,  his  keen  reproach. 

■ Alzuma. 

Yet  wedded  to  him  ! Well  thofe  tears  may  gudi, 
Well  may  thofe  bludies  glow  upon  thy  cheek. 
Deteded  perfidy  ! My  father’s  heart. 

That  heart,  which  ever  beat  with  love  of  thee. 

Dud  as  it  is,  awakens  in  his  tomb. 

Alive  and  fenfible  to  guilt  like  thine ; 

It  dirs,  it  rouzes  in  the  fhroud  of  death. 

With  horror  at  thy  name,  and  feels  it’s  pangs. 

It’s  tortures  o’er  again. 

Orazia. 

Obdurate  fon ! 

Thus  to  transfix  and  rend  a mother’s  heart. 


B b b 2 
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Alzuma. 

Am  I upon  a bed  of  rofes  ? Lo  ! in  chains 
My  bleeding  country  ! Mark  in  evhy  region 
The  defolation  that  lays  wafte  the  land  1 

Orazia. 

Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  defpair  and  horror  ? 
Oh  ! kill  me  rather  j let  the  deadly  point 
Pierce  to  my  heart  ; Til  arm  thee  for  the  blow : 
Avenge  my  crime  j avenge  your  country's  fall. 

Alzuma. 

What  fays  Orazia  ? 


Orazia. 

Stifle  in  my  blood 

The  pious  love  I bear  the  Chriftian’s  God. 

Alzuma. 

Would’ft  thou  debafe  me  to  the  Spaniard's  guilt  ? 

If  thou  indeed  believ’ft  the  Chrillian's  God, 

It  is  not  mine  to  flab  for  human  error. 

Farewell  ! farewell  ! Live  happy  if  thou  can'll; 

Oh  ! Heav'ns,  if  happinefs  can  dwell  with  guilt. 

\Going^ 


Orazia. 

Yet  flay,  my  fon ; one  moment-— 

Alzuma. 

Pow'rful  nature  ! 

Thy  tender  flrugglings  ! Oh  ! while  thus  thy  hand 
I bathe  with  tears,  and  print  my  kiffes  on  it. 

Let  me  implore  thee,  own  your  gods  again. 


My 


A TRAGEDY. 


373 


My  father’s  fpirit  calls  ; the  ghaflily  fliades 
Of  martyr’d  millions,  martyr’d  for  their  faith. 

All  lift  their  hands  and  call  aloud  for  vengeance. 

Orazia. 

Arife,  my  fon,  arife. 

Alzuma. 

Let  me  not  fue 

And  clafp  your  knee  in  vain. 

Orazia. 

Oh  ! ftrong  contention 

’Twixt grace  and  nature,  ’twixt  my  God  and  thee! 
Alzuma. 

Refume  your  dignity,  your  native  honour. 

Orazia. 

But  Heav’n  prevails ! 

Alzuma. 

Think  of  your  bleeding  country  ! 

Orazia. 

I cannot,  mult  not  hear  thee.  Oh  ! Alzuma, 

Thy  mind  is  loft  in  darknefs. 

Alzuma. 

How ! 


Orazia. 

Thy  gods 

Are  fuperftition’s  dreams. 


Al- 
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Alzuma. 

Away  ; no  more ; \Rifing  haftily* 

I would  not  hear  the  voice  of  profanation. 

Go  tell  your  tyrant,  all  his  threats  are  vain. 

Tho'  fprung  from  thee  I ftili  can  die  with  glory. 
Farewell  1 we  part  for  ever. 

Orazia. 

Hear  me,  hear-- 


Alzuma. 

Oh  1 Heav'ns,  Orazia— -’tis  the  lad,  lad  time 

That  e'er— May  the  jud  gods  forgive  thee  all. 

[FavV. 


Orazia. 

Go,  cruel,  fierce,  inexorable  fon ! 

Go,  rufh  on  death  j 'twill  break  thy  mother’s  heart. 

Orazia,  and  Don  Carlos. 

Orazia. 

Well,  Sir,  Pizarro  now  has  heard  your  counfel. 
Carlos. 

That  treach’rous  flave,  and  Orellana  too. 

They  both  have  heard  your  counfel.  All 
Thy  arts  are  known  5 thy  fair  hypocrify  ^ 

To  varnidi  treafon. 

Orazia. 

Oh  ! thou  wrong’d  me  much. 

Another  caufe,  a caufe  of  tend’red  import. 

It  is  the  caufe  of  ev’ry  Chridian  virtue  i 

Love, 
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Love,  juftice,  and  humanity  are  in  it, 

All  that  the  earth  holds  dear,  and  heav’n  approves. 

Carlos. 

Treafon,  rebellion,  perfidy  are  in  it! 

For  Orellana’s  hufband  all  your  cares 
Are  tremblingly  alive.  This  very  day 
But  for  thy  artifice,  the  Have  had  died. 

Orazia. 

Mifguided  youth  ! Alas  ! you  little  know 
Th’  eternal  bar  divine  and  human  laws 
Have  fix’d  between  them.  Orellana’s  hufband  ! 
Oh  ! no,  believe  it  not. 

Carlos. 

And  wherefore  then 

Alarm’d  and  wild  with  fear  ? Why  ev’ry  art 
Of  tears,  of  fhrieks,  and  female  lamentation. 

To  fnatch  the  rebel  from  the  ftroke  of  juftice  ? 

Orazia. 

Alas  ! thefe  tears  flow  from  the  tend’reft  fource. 
That  wakes  foft  pity  in  the  human  heart. 

Carlos,  I cannot  fpeak 

Carlos. 

Ha  ! now  by  Heav’n 
I fee  it  all ; guilt  can  no  more  diflemble  : 

That  look  betrays  the  fecrets  of  thy  heart; 

The  fraud  flands  manifefl;  to  view. 


Orazia. 

Yet  hear  me ; 

Oh ! Carlos,  hear  me,  nor  afflift  thyfelf 


V7ith 
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With  falfe,  with  vain  fiirmife.  Orazia’s  cares 
Are  bufy  for  the  wretched. 

Carlos. 

Has  Hie  then. 

Perfidious  fair  ! has  Orellana  married 
That  bafe-born  peafant  ? Does  the  rebel  hope 
With  her,  in  evil  hour,  to  claim  the  crow^n  ? 

That  is  your  aim  ; for  that  I am  deceiv'd ; 

That  care  you  colour  with  the  fpecious  name 
Of  gen’rous  fympathy  for  human  kind. 

Orazia. 

I feel  it  here  ; thefe  are  unbidden  drops. 

'Tis  you,  rafli  youth,  you,  Carlos,  that  can  give 
Fair  virtue’s  femblance  to  each  wild  emotion. 

That  prompts  the  fudden  deed.  Ere  now  ’twas  love, 
That  tyrant  of  thy  foul,  capricious  love. 

Nay,  gen’rous  if  your  will  j ’twas  that  which  fav’d 
The  lives  of  men,  if  Orellana  fmil’d ; 

And  now  Ihe  looks  averfe,  the  baleful  charm 
Still  fhoots  delicious  poifon  through  thy  foul. 

And  perfecuted  virtue  pays  the  forfeit 
Of  maiden  blufhes,  and  of  coy  difdain. 

Carlos. 

Think’fl  thou  Don  Carlos  means  to  live  the  flavc 
Of  idle  charms,  and  tyrant  beauty’s  frown  ? 

No,  let  her  charms  neglected  fade  and  perifli. 

May  forrow  wither  ev’ry  namelefs  grace. 

That  revell’d  once  in  thofe  deluding  eyes  ; 

Then  let  her  lover  gaze  on  faded  beauty. 

Let  him  enjoy— Oh  1 no  ; the  Have  fhall  die ; 

Then  fliall  his  pale  inanimated  corfe 

Glare  in  her  view,  an  offering  from  Don  Carlos, 

I'he  token  of  his  love. 


Ora- 


A TRAGEDY. 


377 


Orazia. 

Away,  no  more ; 

Inhuman  that  thou  art ! 

Carlos.  . 

Then  let  herfhriek, 

And  rend  her  hair,  and  to  his  clay  cold  bread 
Rivet  her  panting  bofom— No  ! the  traitrels 
Shall  to  the  altar ; thou  lhalt  lead  her  thither ; 

And  there  her  blood  fhall  expiate  her  guilt. 

Orazia. 

Thou  tiger,  nurs’d  with  gore  ! away,  nor  dare. 

With  favage  threats  to  wound  a mother’s  ear. 

Carlos. 

The  dorm  is  gather’d,  and  the  thunder  Toon 
Shall  burd  in  ruin  on  their  guilty  heads.  [Exit. 

Orazia. 

Inhuman,  barb’rous  man  !— And  mud  I lead 
’Mid’d  fongs  of  triumph,  and  thro’  fedive  bands. 
My  daughter  crown’d  with  garlands  to  the  altar  ? 
Shall  there  the  pried,  fell  rninider  of  wrath. 

Force  her  to  nuptials,  which  her  foul  abhors  ? 

W^hich  never— No— rflie’ll  perifh  rather ; hrd 
Give  to  the  cruel  ax  that  tender  form  ! 

And  mud  her  mother,  mud  I then  return 
Alone,  heart  broken,  defolate,  without 
My  child  ? thro’  arches  rais’d  with  pomp  for  her  ? 
Thro’  ways  dill  redolent  of  ev’ry  flow’r. 

Which,  as  Hie  went,  they  drew’d  beneath  her  feet  ? 

I will  not  lead  her  ; no.  Hie  Hiall  not  go. 

' Alzuma  then— Oh  ! niifery  fupreme  ! 

Sliall  he  too  bleed  ^ Thou  murd’rer  ! hold  thy  hand  ! 

. C c c It 
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It  is  Orazia’s  blood  thou  fhed’ft  ! The  God, 

Who  died  for  all,  will  not  demand  his  life. 

He  fpeaks,  he  menaces,  but  fee,  fee  there  ! 

He  dies,  he  dies ! 

Enter  Orellana. 

Orazia. 

Who’s  there  ? What  would’ft  thou  ? ha  ! 

Orellana. 

Hafte  thee,  Orazia,  hafte,  and  inftant  think, 
Think  of  fome  means  to  ward  th’  impending  ftroke, 
Enrag’d  Pizarro  comes  : Avow  your  fon, 

Peru’s  undoubted  heir. 

Orazia. 

It  muft  not  be ; 

That  fatal  truth  would  overwhelm  us  all. 

Diftradtion  ! nought  remains,  no  pow’r  can  fave  him. 

Enter  Pizarro,  Don  Carlos,  and  Guards^ 

/ 

Pizarro. 

Yes,  bring  the  traitor  forth.  The  fandlity 
Of  lav/s,  the  policy  of  our  new  ftate. 

As  yet  unfix’d,  forbid  all  dull  delay. 

Enter  Alzuma,  Gonzalez,  and  Guards, 

Orazia. 

Angels  of  light  protefl  him,  fave  my  fon. 

Pizarro. 

That  once  again  I deign  to  parley  with  thee, 

’Tis 
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’Tis  gentle  pity  prompts.  Take  heed,  rafli  youth. 
Or  certain  death. — 


Alzuma. 

Death  is  the  only  boon 

That  Spain  can  give,  or  I will  deign  to  afk. 

Come  bloody  bigot ! reverend  aflaffin  ! 

Come  on  at  once,  here  wrealc  thy  pious  rage. 

And  in  the  name  of  heav’n  commit  a murder ! 

PlZARRO. 

Doft  thou  reproach  us  ? thou,  who  oft  haft  feen 
Blind  fuperftition  offer  human  vidims. 

To  your  own  fenfelefs,  to  yourmonftrous  idols  ? 

Alzuma. 

Polifh’d  Barbarian  ! what  doft  thou  do  lefs  ? 
PlZARRO. 

Beware,  nor  tempt  my  vengeance  ! 

Alzuma, 

Thou  art  he 

Who  com’ft  to  teach  thy  docftrine  fword  in  hand ; 

To  tyrannize  our  fouls ; from  free-born  men 
Withhold  the  facred  privilege  of  thinking  ! 

Thou  haft  unchain’d,  to  fpread  deftru(51;ion  round. 
Two  fiends  accurft  : Lo  ! where  infatiate  avarice 
Enffaves  mankind  ! Lo  ! Spaniffi  hierarchy 
Erefbs  her  fcarlet  head  ; with  pious  rage 
Bears  in  her  breaft  a poinard,  and  with  blood 
Incarnadines  the  altar  of  your  god. 

PlZARRO. 

Slave  mark  my  words  : No  more  I’ll  v/afte  the  hours 
In  vain  debate  3 refign  thyfelf  to  Spain  3 

C c c 2 Abjure 
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Abjure  thy  errors,  and  embrace  the  truth  ; 

Or  eife  this  moment  fweeps  thee  from  my  fight. 

To  die,  in  view  of  thy  deluded  friends, 

A terrible  example  of  our  vengeance. 

Orazia. 

No,  by  the  pow’rs  above  he  fliall  not  die. 

The  voice  of  heav’n  reftrains  the  murd’rer’s  hand  ; 
A voice  that’s  heard  thro’  all  the  peopled  earth. 
Refounding  to  the  limits  of  the  world. 

PlZARRO. 

Beware,  beware,  Orazia  1 

Carlos. 

Still  file  favours 

That  infolent,  who  fpurns  the  light  of  heav’n, 
Orazia. 

Oh  ! ’tis  the  light  of  heav’n  informs  my  foul. 

Thefe  ftrong  emotions  by  the  Pow’r  Supreme 
Are  waken’d  here.  The  fpirit  that  impels 
To  blood  and  murder,  cannot  be  from  heav’n. 
Nature,  thou  lead’d;  me  on  ! My  child,  my  child  ; 

I will  protect  thee.  Now,  inhuman  men. 

Now  come,  and  tear  him  from  a mother’s  arms. 

Orellana. 

Yes,  both^  my  brother,  both  will  perifii  with  thee. 
PlZARRO. 

By  heav’n  this  treafon— 

Carlos, 

Orellana’s  brother  1 

And  not  her  hufband  ! Then  my  heart’s  at  peace. 

lAftde, 

Pi- 
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What  means  this  myflery  ? Say,  art  thou  Alzuma  ? 
Alzuma. 

Behold  me,  Spaniard.  Let  thine  eye  furvey  me. 
Shrinks  not  thy  heart  within  thee  ? Read’ll  thou  not 
A royalty  of  nature  here  ? 

PlZARRO. 

Forthwith 

Say,  wilt  thou  take  thy  life  on  our  conditions  ? 
Alzuma. 

There  are  conditions  that  may  win  my  foul 
Not  wholly  to  abhor  thee, 

PlZARRO, 

Name  thy  terms  ! 


Alzuma. 

Lay  down  at  once  the  perfecuting  fword; 

Relieve  from  flavery  a groaning  world  ; 

Aik  what  we  fuffer,  not  what  we  believe  ; 

Difplay  your  morals,  not  your  bigot  faith. 

If  avarice  is  your  god,  take  gold  enough. 

Freight  well  your  Ihips,  and  may  propitious  gales 
Infafety  waft  you  to  your  native  Ihores. 

That  done,  in  time  we  may  perhaps  forget. 

We  may  at  lead  forgive  you. 

PlZARRO. 

Stubborn  (lave  ! 

And  to  a conqueror  dar’ll  thou  thus  to  utter 
This  rebel  ilrain ! 


Al- 
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Alzuma. 

Back  to  your  native  fliores  ! 

What  do  you  here,  amidfh  a virtuous  race  ? 

PlZARRO. 

The  laws  of  conqueft,  and  the  laws  of  Spain— 
Alzuma. 

And  dar’h:  thoUj  homicide,  alledge  the  laws  ? 

The  laws  of  Spain  ? Know  there’s  a prior  law. 

To  which  v/eak  mortals  are  not  trained,  but  born  j 
Not  form’d  by  fcience,  but  endow’d  by  inftin6l: 
Great  nature’s  law  ! that  beft,  that  fureft  guide. 
That  emanation  from  the  pow’rs  above  3 
O’er  all  diffus’d,  immutable,  eternal  ! 

This  who  fhall  filence  ? who  lhall  dare  repeal  ? 

Who  llrives  to  do  it,  abdicates  his  nature ; 
Renounces  ail  the  honours  of  his  being. 

And  by  the  a6l,  tho’ juftice  ne’er  o’ertake  him. 

Pays  full  atonement  3 he’s  a wretch  indeed. 

PlZARRO. 

ril  hear  no  more  : Since  thus  thy  heart  is  Heel’d, 
Thus  obftinately  fix’d  in  wiifull  guilt. 

The  juftice  that  pronounc’d  thy  father’s  doom 
Awaits  thy  crimes.  No  dark  affaffin’s  flab 
Ended  his  days  3 to  our  tribunal  call’d. 

In  full  affembly  of  the  conquering  chiefs. 

He  was  arraign’d,  was  heard,  and  died  for  treafon 
To  Spain’s  imperial  crown. 

Carlos. 

And  fhall  that  mockery. 

That  ftain  to  juifice,  that  black  feene  of  horror. 

Be  adled  o’er  again  ? 

Pi^ 
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, PlZARRO. 

And  dofl  thou  too, 

Doil  thou  rebel,  confederate  in  their  guilt ! 

Our  will  is  fixed.  Ere  yonder  fun  decline— 

Hear  me  thou  Have  1 or  yield  to  truth  and  Spain, 

Or  elfe  yon  fun,  that  idol  of  your  worfhip. 

Shall  fee  thee  on  the  rack  in  pangs  expire.  \_Exif^ 

Carlos. 

Thou  brave  heroic  youth,  thy  every  virtue 
Demands  my  wonder.  By  yon  heaven  I Iwear 
Thou  fhalt  not  fuffer  : My  foul  eager  pants 
To  know,  to  love,  to  burn  in  friendfhip  with  thee. 


Orazia. 

Alzuma,  Oh  ! my  fon,  in  this  diftrefs 
How  lhall  the  wretched  miother  fave  her  child  ? 

Alzuma. 

Wafte  not  a thought  on  me.  Thy  own  mifdeeds. 
Repent  of  theiTi : And  fince  the  gods  withhold 
A brave  revenge,  'tis  left  us  ftill  to  die. 

And  greatly  perifh  in  our  country’s  ruin. 

Gonzalez. 

He  mufi:  not  linger  here  i my,  duty  bids  me 
Convey  him  hence. 

^ Orazia. 

Thou  bufy  meddler  ! here 

Orazia  now  commands  : I lead  him  forth ; 

And  who  fhall  dare  oppofe  a mother’s  voice  ? 

[^Exil  ^vith  Alzuma. 
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Orellana. 

Yet  grant  us  vengeance,  heav’n  ! Oh  ! give  us  Hill 
To  conquer  ev’n  in  death ; then  mix  triumphant. 
With  penfive  ghofls,  and  roam  the  lhadowy  plain. 
Where  all  is  peace,  all  blifs  in  endlefs  train  ; 
Where  with  the  hunter's  cry  the  valleys  ring,' 

And  fragrant  zephirs  breathe  eternal  fpring  ; 
Where  fpicy  groves  immortal  fweets  unfold. 

And  no  pernicious  Spaniard  thirfts  for  gold. 


End  of  the  FOURTH  ACT, 
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ACT  the  FIFTH- 


Scene  the  temple  of  the  Sun. 


Enter  Orazia  and  Orellana. 

Orazia. 

(j  O,  cruel,  go,  and  leave  me  to  my  woes. 
Orellana, 

I feel  them  all ; but  what,  befet  with  ills. 

Can  Orellana  do  ? 

Orazia. 

What  can  flie  do  ? 

Prevent  the  ftroke ; afluage  Pizarro’s  fury ; 

That  canft  thou  do ; yet  obftinately  — 

Orellana. 

But  fix’d  in  honour : Oh  ! thou  little  know’ll: 
Alzuma’s  foul : he  will  not  take  a life 
Purchas’d  by  vile  difgrace ; v/ill  ne’er  furvivc 
To  fee  Don  Carlos  feize  my  plighted  hand. 

That  he  may  linger  out  his  days  in  bondage. 

Orazia. 

And  if  his  ardour,  if  his  ev’ry  virtue 
Swell  o’er  their  bounds,  and  bear  his  reafon  down, 
VoL.  I.  D d d Wilt 


A L Z U M A, 


386' 

Wilt  thou  unpitying— The  bare  image  flirikes— - 
Weep’ft  thou  my  daughter  ? Let  the  gen’rous  forrow 
Melt  thy  hard  heart,  and  bid  Alzuma  live. 

Orellana. 

Would  Heav’n  I could  ; but  if  my  brother  fall. 
With  him  kis  fix’d  to  die ; thrice  happy  both 
If  ev’n  in  ruin  our  unfhaken  zeal 
Our  country  honours,  and  our  gods  approve. 

Orazia. 

Then  go,  rufh  on,  unnatural  as  thou  art ! 

Go  fince  thou  wilt,  and  fee  a brother  bleed, 
ril  to  the  altar  too ; the  blow  that  fheds 
Alzuma’s  blood,  fhall  end  this  wretched  being. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Carlos. 

Let  joy  fucceed  and  triumph  in  your  hearts. 

1 bring  ye  gladfome  tidings. 

Orazia. 

Speak  thy  purpofe. 


Carlos. 

IVe  feen  your  fon : at  length  each  raging  paffion 
To  peace  fubfides,  and  takes  a milder  tone. 

Kis  errors  vanifh,  and  with  fenfe  reclaim’d 
He  dedicates  his  foul  to  truth  and  Spain. 

Orellana. 

What  do  I hear  ? The  tale  of  infamy  I 
Orazia. 

Then  is  Orazia  bleft  3 my  fon  fhall  live. 


But 
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But  tell  me,  does  Alzuma— tell  me  all  j 
Means  he  this  day— - 


CaRlos. 

This  very  hour  he  means 

To  offer  up  his  vows  at  yonder  altar. 

He  and  his  chofen  friends  : he  only  aflcs. 

That  while  Pizarro  views  the  folemn  a6l, 

The  gazing  multitude  may  ftand  aloof. 

Nor  interrupt  him  in  his  holy  work. 

Orazia. 

All  bounteous  Providence  ! Now,  now  indeed 
You  give  me  back  my  fon.  Upon  the  wing 
Of  love  and  rapture  let  me  feek  Pizarro  ; 

Tell  him  this  unexpected  blefs’d  event. 

That  faves  at  once  a mother  and  her  child.  [&//. 

Orellana. 

Thou  heaPft  it,  radiant  Deity ! thou  hear’fl 
This  worft  of  crimes,  nor  yet  thy  orb  makes  halt; 
Nor  turns  his  courfe  back  on  the  aftonilh’d  eaft. 
Nor  impious  mortals  dread  eternal  night ! 

Carlos. 

Snpprefs  this  florm  of  pafTion  : fmiling  peace 
Comes  with  her  gentle  train,  and  love  prepares 
His  torch  to  brighten  all  our  future  hours, 

Orellana. 

All  truth  is  fled  ; Alzuma  is  a Have  ! 

Carlos, 

Henceforth  efleem  and  dignities  await  him^. 

New  joys,  and  all  that  laviih  hearts  can  pour. 
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Orellana. 

Let  him  accept  them  ; let  him  meanly  ftoop 
To  take  a conqueror’s  gifts.  Thefe  are  your  arts. 
The  arts  of  tyranny,  by  which  you  draw 
With  baleful  luxury,  with  bland  allurements. 

Each  captive  mind,  till  weak  deluded  men. 

Grown  the  voluptuous  Haves  of  ev’ry  vice. 

Become  the  Haves  of  ev’ry  mailer  too. 

Carlos. 

A moment  brings  him  to  you ; then  you’ll  fee 
He  comes  with  mind  enlighten’d.  Truth  divine 
Will  from  his  lip  more  welcome  touch  thy  ear. 

And  huHi  to  peace  this  tumult  of  thy  foul. 

Orellana. 

The  tumult  of  my  foul  will  ever  rage. 

Well,  injur’d  deities,  you  fly  a land. 

Where  not  one  virtue’s  left.  You  have  full  caufe } 
Ev’n  your  own  progeny  betrays  your  rights. 

To  hoftile  gods  betrays.  Yet  let  thofe  gods 
Boafl:  of  their  profelyte  j to  them  he’ll  prove 
A young,  a fubtle  hypocrite ; each  vow 
The  traitor  offers  at  their  Chriftian  Hirine, 

To  his  own  heart,  to  univerfal  nature 

Will  give  the  lye,  and  ftamp  the  guilt  upon  him, 

By  men  and  gods  abhorr’d,  the  tenfold  guilt 
Of  daring  to  equivocate  with  Heav’n  ! 

I will  not  live  to  fee  it.  Ha  ! he  comes. 

Enter  Alzuma. 

Alzuma. 

My  After  ! why  is  this  ? Thou  Hiun’ft  me  then  ? 
Thou  fhun’ft  thy  brother.^ 


Orel- 
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Orellana. 
Thou  haft  ruin'd  all. 


Alzuma. 

Diftrafl  me  not  with  thy  unkind  difdain. 

All  that  is  great  in  nature  leads  me  on. 

And  my  heart  labours  with  the  vaft  conception. 

Orellana. 

Vain  effort  to  diffemble  ! Even  now 
The  ftrong  expreftive  chara6ters  of  guilt 
Glare  in  thy  eye,  and  ftioot  their  livid  fires. 

Alzuma. 

Talk  not  of  guilt : thou  little  know’ll — 
Orellana. 

Not  talk, 

When  faith  and  truth,  the  fenfe  of  ancient  honour 
Are  trampled  down  ? when  in  bafe  abjedl  fear 
A brother  derogates  from  all  his  race. 

Abjures  at  once  his  country  and  his  gods. 

And  with  the  foe  capitulates  for  life  ? 

Alzuma. 

Thy  virtue  charms  me , but  thou  ill  doft  chuie 
This  awful  period  : 'tis  a moment  big 
With  defperation,  with  difaft'rous  change. 

And  horrible  intents.  I fee  thee  now 
Perhaps  for  the  laft  time. 

Orellana. 

What  fay’ll  thou  ? Ha ! 

That  look  terrific  !— But  too  plain  1 read. 

And  yet  they  told  me— - 


Al- 
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Who? 

Don  Carlos* 
What? 


Alzuma. 


Orellana. 


Alzuma. 


Orellana. 

Of  gods  abjur’d. 

Alzuma. 

And  did’d:  thou  hate  thy  brother  ? 

Orellana. 

And  can’ll  thou  blame  me  ? 


Alzuma. 

I do  thank  thee  for  it. 


Orellana, 

Still  thou  art  true  ? 

Alzuma. 

As  heav’n’s  foundation  fix'd  ! 

Fix’d  as  the  marble  pillars  of  the  world. 


Orellana. 

Have  I then  wrong’d  thee  ? Oh  ! Alzum.a. 


Come, 


Alzuma. 


Thou 
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Thou  befi:  of  fiflers ! daughter  of  the  fun  ! 

Worthy  thy  character  ! come  to  my  heart. 

And  yet  is  this  a time^  this  hour  of  horror. 

To  pour  the  fofteft  tranfports  of  the  foul. 

And  mingle  tears  with  madnefs  and  defpair  ? 

Orellana. 

Thy  words,  thy  looks,  appall  my  frighted  fenfe* 

Alas  ! my  brother,  ere  we  part— 

Alzuma. 

No  more ; 

I charge  thee  urge  no  more.  Whatever  my  lot, 
Thou'lt  wonder  and  applaud. 

Orellana. 

Yet  boding  fears ! 

Let  me  attend  thy  fteps. 

Alzuma. 

It  muft  not  be. 

Wait  here  thy  mother’s  coming.  With  apt  fpeech 
Beguile  her  ftay  : I would  not  have  her  near  me. 
Time  flies ; the  hour  draws  nigh;  immortal  pow’rs ! 
The  genius  of  Peru ! The  fates  are  bufy  I 
All  nature  paufes  for  the  great  event. 

/ 

Orellana. 

Thy  words  portentous— Ha  ! Pizarro  comes ! 

Enter  Pizarro. 

Pizarro. 

At  length,  Alzuma,  with  ferenefl;  influence 
Grace  lights  upon  thee.  Come,  the  altar  blazes  ,* 

Thy 
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Thy  friends  are  rang’d  around  ; the  brazen  gates 
Exclude  the  bufy  throng  j all  things  are  ready, 

Alzuma. 

All  ready  faid’fl;  thou  ? 

Pizarro* 

All;  We  wait  but  you. 

Alzuma. 

Horror  ! You  wait  but  me ! Go  on ; I follow. 
PlZARRO. 

Approving  Heav’n  fmiles  on  the  juft  defgn. 

This  holy  work  perform’d^  all  will  be  well. 

[^Exit  Pizarro. 


Alzuma. 

Be  firm,  my  heart,  and  you,  my  trembling  finews. 
Hold,  hold  awhile.  What  hollow  voice  is  that  ? 

Orellana. 

*Tis  filence  deep,  and  folemn  ftillnefs  round. 
Alzuma. 

Now  is  the  time,”  it  cries— I come,  I come. 

The  facred  impulfe— Hark  !— it  calls  again. 

Ye  crimfon  fpeflres  ! and  ye  gleaming  fires  ! 

Ye  fpirits  of  revenge,  who  point  my  way  ! 

Lead  on,  your  mortal  inftrument  I come  1 [Exit. 

Orellana. 

Oh  ! how  my  heart— -Who’s  there  ? 


Enter 
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Enter  Orazia. 

Orazia. 

And  will  you  fbill 

With  fcorn  rejecl:  a lover’s  tend’reft  vows  ? 

Let  me  prevail. 

Orellana. 

’Tis  not  an  hour  for  love  ! 

Orazia. 

Not  when  your  brother — 

Orellana. 

He  approves  it  not. 

Orazia. 

Has  he  not  call’d  Pizarro  to  the  altar  ? 

Orellana. 

He  wifti’d  to  meet  him  there. 

Orazia. 

He  wifhes  too 

To  fee  his  fiflier  recompence  at  length 
Her  lover’s  faithful  fires.  Where  is  Alzuma  ? 
Haft  thou  not  feen  him  ? 

Orellana. 

He  went  hence  but  now. 

Orazia. 

Then  he  has  fought  the  altar : let  us  thither. 


VOL.  I. 
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Orellana. 

I’ll  come  anon ; not  now  j it  were  not  fit  - 
You  fliould  be  there.  Far  other  work  impends. 

The  work  of  fate  ! ’Twere  bell  remain  3 you  muft 
not  go. 


Orazia. 

What  mean  thofe  falt’ring  accents  ? ha ! what  noife  ? 


Orellana. 

Defend  me,  heav’nly  pow’rs,  defend  me. 


Hark! 


Orazia. 


PizARRO  within  the  Scene, 

Perfidious  traitor  1 cleave  him  to  the  ground. 
Orazia. 

They  murder  him ; they  kill  my  fon  3 forbear  ; 
Hold,  ruffians,  hold.  \_Exit, 

Alzuma  within  the  Scenes, 

The  gods,  the  injur’d  gods 
Demand  his  blood. 


Orellana. 

’Tis  my  brother’s  voice  ! 

Yes,  flrike  Alzuma  3 with  redoubled  blow 
Avenge  a father’s  death.  Look  down  ye  pow’rs 
And  ffiield  my  brother’s  life.  \Exit, 


Enter 
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Enter  Gonzalez. 

Gonzalez. 

Wild  tuimilt  fills 

The  rpacious  temple.  Ha  ! again  I hear  it  1 
Enter  Carlos. 

Carlos. 

Treafon  and  murder ! found  there,  found  th’  alarm  ! 

\^he  hell  tolls, 

Gonzalez. 

Alas ! what  new  event,  what  have  the  fates-— 
Carlos. 

Oh  ! his  a fpeclacle  of  woe  and  horror  ! 

My  father  dies  a vidtim  to  their  fury. 

With  treacherous  arts  Alzuma  hath  deceiv’d  us. 
The  rites  were  all  prepar’d  : the  lawn-rob’d  prieft 
Stood  reverend  at  the  altar ; tapers  blaz’d, 

Incenfe  arofe,  and  organs  fill’d  the  choir  \ 

When  forth  Alzuma  came,  with  folemn  pace. 
Looking  fubmiflion  ; we  fcarce  faw  the  blow  ; 
Wing’d  with  the  light’ning’s  fpeed,  he  fheath’d  his 
. dagger 

Deep  in  my  father’s  heart. 

Gonzalez. 

What  fays  my  Lord  ? 

Recall  the  word. 

Carlos, 

Oh  blind  and  fatal  raflinefs, 

E e e 2 That 
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That  drew  me  unfufpefling  to  the  altar ! 

No  fword,  no  weapon  to  defend  his  life  ! 

Yet  with  what  force  I could,  with  defp’rate  rage 
I rufli’d  amidit  their  throng  : Ev’n  that  was  vain. 
The  traitor’s  friends  that  inftant  clos’d  around  me. 
And  I no  aid  could  give.  Why  lingers  thus 
The  tardy  foldier  ? Will  no  friend  fupply 
An  infcrument  of  vengeance  ? 

Gonzalez. 

Soon  the  guards 

Shall  flop  each  avenue  : Alzuma  then 
Shall  pay  the  forfeit  of  his  horrid  treafon. 

Carlos. 

With  lion  rage  he  dafh’d  him  on  the  ground  ; 

With  his  left  hand  grafp’d  the  difhevell’d  hair, 

And  round  his  arm  the  plaited  locks  intwining. 

In  gore  he  dragg’d  him  to  the  altar’s  bafe  ; 

And  I the  while  could  only  rend  the  air 
With  piercing  cries  ; they  held  my  feeble  arms. 

Gonzalez. 

And  is  he  martyr’d  thus  by  favage  hands. 

His  conqueh:  flopt,  and  all  his  laurels  wither’d  ? 

Carlos. 

Orazia  coines  ; (lie  raves,  fhe  fcreams,  fhe  (lies 
Wilder  than  winds  ; upon  her  mangled  Lord 
Throv/s  her  extended  body,  clafps  him  clofe. 

Then  looking  piteous  up  with  flreaming  eyes. 
Forbear,  my  fon,  forbear  thou  fhalt  not  murder.’* 
But  nought  can  fave  Pizarro  from  his  rage. 

Die,  monfier,  die,”  he  cried,  then  tore  him  from 
her 

Along  the  crimfon  marble ; in  defpair 
Upward  fhe  fiprung,  and  darting  round  his  neck 

With 
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With  circling  arms,  intreats,  implores,  befeeches. 
Bathes  his  broad  cheft  with  tears,  and  vainly  ftrives 
To  fave  a huiband  from  a miird’rer’s  rage. 

\ 

Gonzalez. 

Detefled,  treacherous  villain  ! 

Carlos. 

Arm  my  friends, 

Arm  all  Peru,  and  give  the  means  of  vengeance. 
Gonzalez. 

This  way,  my  Lord,  revenge  will  no^v  be  ours  : 

At  yonder  gate  I fee  the  faithful  bands. 

Carlos. 

Do  you  go  forth  and  let  the  troops  inveft 
The  temples  round.  Let  evVy  path  be  clos’d. 

That  none  efcape  my  fury.  [Ar/V 
Righteous  heav’n  ! 

Now  in  your  caufe  ftern  juTice  lifts  the  fword. 

And  the  fell  murderer  from  the  altar  dragg’d 
Shall  meet  his  inftant  doom.  [Av//. 

[^Flourijh  cf  trumpets  and  hell  tolls 

Enter  A l z u m a and  O z m a r . 

Alzuma. 

Brave  Ozrnar---ho  ! 

To  ev’ry  injur’d  god  this  reeking  blade 
Pour’d  hot  libation  of  the  tyrant’s  blood.  , 


OZMAR. 

Immortal  fpirits  crown  him,  crown  the  hero  ; 
The  godlike  blow  for  liberty  is  fbruck. 


/ 
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Alzuma. 

The  imird’rcr  of  mankind  has  breath’d  his  laft^ 
Enter  Orellana. 

Alzuma. 

My  Orellana,  ha  ! what  means  that  look, 

Ghaflly  and  pale  ? Wherefore  that  trembling  fliep  ? 
Thou  art  not  wounded? 

Orellana. 

Oh  \ too  deep,  too  deep  ; 

Thou  too,  Alzuma,  born  to  bitter  woe  ! 

Deep  in  thy  heart  is  fix’d  the  mortal  flab. 

The  altar  blufhes  with  forbidden  blood. 

Thy  wretched  mother— - 

Alzuma. 

Speak  ; diflra6l  iPiC  not. 

Orellana, 

Ev’n  now  fhe  dies. 


Alzuma. 

By  the  dread  pow’rs  of  vengeance, 

Mdioe’er  has  dar’d— I here  attefl  the  gods— 

Orellana. 

Attefl  not  heav’n  againfl  yourfelf.  Thy  arm, 
Alas  ! thy  defp’rate  arm — 

Alzuma. 

What  dcfl  thou  mean  ? 


Or^l- 
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Orellaxa. 

Too  plain  I faw;  as  round  your  neck  Hie  clung. 
And  fucd  for  mercy  to  Pizarro’s  life  ; 

You  then,  unconfcious,  bent  on  other  mifchief. 

As  Hill  fhe  ftruggled  to  rdtrain  thy  arm. 

Then  gufn’d  the  facred  blood  that  gave  you  being. 

Alzuma. 

Open  thou  earth,  and  take  me,  take  me  down 
To  fcare  the  fiends  below. 

"The  hack  Scene  draws^  and  dijcovers  an  Altars  Pizarro 
lying  deady  and  fever  al  Indians  ftanding  round, 

O R A z I A is  brought  forward, 

Orellana. 

And  lo  ! fee  there  ! 

See  where  the  miferable  vi6lirn  comes. 

Orazia, 

Oh  ! I am  faint ; I die ; loft,  lay  me  down. 

Orellana. 

Difaftrous  fate ! 

Alzuma. 

Have  I deferv’d  this  mifery  ? 

Orazia. 

I die  ! alas  ! I die.  Where  are  my  children  ? 

My  Orellana— nearer— Oh  ! Alzuma  1 
Wilt  thou  not  know  me  ? in  this  lafi  dillrefs 
Not  lend  a pitying  hand  ? 


Al- 
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Alzuma. 

’Tis  red  with  blood, 

With  horrid  parricide  ! its  touch  will  blafl: 

The  fad  remains  of  life. 

Orazia. 

Approach,  Alzuma ; 

Support  me,  lend  your  hand ; youhs,  Orellana, 
youhs  ; 

Life  ebbs  apace  ; I leave  ye  both,  I leave 
My  dear,  dear  children.  Yet  to  hold  ye  thus 
Makes  ev’n  languor  fmile,  and  foftens  all 
The  pangs  of  death. 

Alzuma. 

I call  each  god  to  witnefs. 

Each  cruel  god,  I never  meant  to  harm 
That  matron-breafl  that  gave  its  nurture  to  me. 

Orellana. 

Alas  ! the  agonies  of  death  are  on  her. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Carlos. 

There  fix  your  ftation,  guards ; Orazia  too  ! 
Deform’d  and  galh’d  with  v/ounds  ! in  death’s  em- 
brace ! 

Fell  favage  monfber  ! Torture  w^aits  your  guilt. 
Orazia. 

Forbear,  forbear ; the  warning  hand  of  heav’n 
With  thefe  events  repays  our  third:  of  blood. 
Tcomiuch  has  flow’d  already.  Let  my  child 
Now  live  in  peace  3 it  is  my  dying  pray’r, 

Al- 
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Alzuma. 

Doft  thou  forgive  tliy  horrible  alTafTin  ? 

Orazia. 

’Twas  not  thy  guilt  ^ mifchance,  'twas  dire  mif- 
chance 

That  wrought  the  deed.  I thought  they  murder’d 
thee, 

I flew,  thy  mother  flew  to  fave  her  child ; 

In  that  fad  moment — Oh  !— 

Orellana. 

Yeffpare  her,  heav’n  ! 

Alzuma, 

She  dies  in  torment. 


Orazia. 

No,  Alzuma,  no ; 

I feel  no  pain,  my  child.  In  me  thou  feed 
How  an  expiring  Chriftian  fufFers  death. 

Thou  God  of  mercy  ! ha  !— hold  !— raife  me  up. 
Alzuma,  where,  where  art  thou  ?— Yet  a word  ; 

If  ever  I was  dear,  if  ever— Oh  ! • [Bies^ 

Alzuma. 

She’s  gone  ; flic’s  gone  ; and  with  her  dying  breath 
Pardon’d  her  murderer  ! Could  flie  then  forgive  me  ? 
Is  that  a Chriftian  virtue  ? 

Carlos. 

’Tis  the  virtue 

Which  you  have  fpurn’d ; but  fince  th’  expiring 
faint 

Granted  her  pardon,  Spain  accords  it  too  1 

VoL.  I,  F f f Al- 
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Alzuma. 

Strike  me,  juft  gods,  deep  to  the  center  ; here 
I ftand  a parricide  ! a mother’s  blood 
Still  glows  upon  this  hand  ! and  are  ye  not 
Gods  of  juft  vengeance  ? Will  your  wrath  permit 
A wretch  like  me  to  ftalk  the  groaning  earth  ? 

Ye  mountains  hide  me  ! Oh  ! noplace  can  hide 
A deed  accurs’d  like  mine  ! \Falls  down^ 

Orellana. 

And  do  I live 

To  fee  my  mother  thus  ?— A ghaftly  form  ! 

A little  while  and  thofe  dead  lips  had  utt’rance  ! 
That  heart  beat  warm  with  gen’rous  affeeftion  ! 

Thus  do  I fee  thee  ? Is  this  mangled  corfe 
All  that  is  left  me  of  thee  ? 

Alzuma.  ( Rifing  on  his  knees.) 

She  gave  me  being,  and  this  impious  hand 
Hath  giv’n  a ftab  to  nature  ; to  the  womb 
That  brought  me  forth,  bore  the  aftalTin’s  knife ! 

I wait  juft  pow’rs  for  your  dread  pleafure  ; ftrike. 
Here  at  once  ; launch  your  red  vengeance  down  ; 
Punifli  and  pity  me  ! 


Carlos. 

His  woes  are  great. 

And  his  heart  lab’ring  with  the  ftrong  compundlion 
Speaks  the  foul  big  with  ev’ry  gen’rous  inftindt. 
Wild  nature’s  growth.  Forgive  me,  oh  ! my  father^ 
Who  there  lieft  ftretch’d  in  death,  if  I refpedt 
The  virtues  of  a foe.  Alzuma,  rife, 

Repentance  may  efface 

Alzuma, 

Away,  nor  talk  (ftarting  up) 
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Of  fruitlefs  penitence.  No  gods  can  pardon 
A crime  like  this.  See  there  thofe  glaring  orbs  ! 
That  bofom  gor’d  by  this  deftriidlive  hand  ! 

Orazia  !— oh  that  look,  that  fmile  in  death. 

Damns  me  beyond  all  depth— And  yet  I muft, 

I will  approach  her — ( kneels  down  by  her J I no  more 
can  murder  thee. 

Where  are  your  tortures,  Spaniard  ?— Lo  ! that 
fight  ! . 

Tear  out,  diffed;  my  heart. 

Carlos. 

Alzuma  hear  me. 

In  thee  I have  beheld  the  fierce  extreme 
Of  favage  virtue  : for  a father  lofb 
You’ve  laid  a fcene  of  blood  ; but  now  behold 
A Chriflian’s  virtue  : By  thy  fatal  arm 
My  father  there  lies  dead,  and  I forgive  you. 

Alzuma. 

Forgive  !-— Forgive  me  faid’ft  thou  ! 

Carlos. 

Yes;  nay  more, 

I pity  your  misfortunes.  For  your  country 
You’ve  bravely  fought,  and  I applaud  your  valour. 
For  the  millaken  zeal  which  here  by  daughter 
Would  plant  the  worildp  of  the  God  of  peace, 

I do  difclaim  it  all.  That  righteous  God, 

Who  gave  the  fun  its  light,  and  from  his  hand 
Launch’d  forth  the  flars  into  the  void  immenfe. 

He  tells  weak  erring  man,  we  may  perfuade 
Our  fellow  creatures  to  embrace  their  good. 

But  ev’n  for  truth  itfelf  muft  not  deftroy. 

Orellana.  (Rifoiguf.) 

Oh ! wherefore,  Carlos,  were  thofe  godlike  virtues 

F f f 2 To 


404 


A L Z U M A. 


To  this  faid  hour  concealed  ! Chriflians  and  Indians 
Both,  both  have  err’d  alike.  The  cruelty 
That  mark’d  its  way  with  blood,  provok’d  revenge : 
But  this  your  effort  of  unheard  of  goodnefs. 

Bids  us  repent  ev’n  of  our  country’s  love, 

Ev’n  of  our  gods,  and  Orellana’s  heart 
Turns  Chriftian  at  the  thought  1 

Alzuma. 

Oh,  loft  Peru ! 

Fall’n,  fall’n  indeed!  thy  foe  was  hitherto 
A robber,  and  a murderer  ! now  he  conquers ; 

Now  his  religion  triumphs  : all  thy  gods. 

Oh,  land  belov’d  ! thy  gods  prepare  for  flight. 
They  yield  to  fome  divinity  unknown. 

Some  great  firft  caufe  of  all  ! And  fhall  yon  fun 
Move  at  a maker’s  will  his  ftated  round. 

No  longer  now  ador’d  ! The  hoft  of  ftars. 

Shall  they  be  deem’d  his  work  ? The  rainbow  too, 
That  over  arches  the  wide  tracts  of  air. 

Is  his  the  hand  that  bent  it  ? I am  loft 

In  doubt  and  wonder ! Spaniard,  mark  my  words ; 

If  fuch  the  virtues  which  your  God  infpires. 

We’ll  learn  of  thee  to  live ; and  oh  1 we’ll  learn. 
Thou  murder’d  excellence  ! of  thee  to  die.- 

Carlos. 

Enlighten’d  hence,  ye  rulers  of  each  ftate. 

Learn  to  extinguifti  fierce  religious  hate  j 
Truth  came  reveal’d  from  the  eternal  mind. 

To  bid  us  love,  and  not  deftroy  mankind  ; 

Not  blaft  the  work,  which  heav’n  with  pleafure  owns.: 
Hear,  bigot  kings  1 and  tremble  on  your  thrones. 


End  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 
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Spoken  by  Mrs.  HARTLEY. 

^ UR  Play  thus  o'er,  noiv /wells  each  throbbing  hreaft 
With  expebiation  of  the  coming  jejl. 

By  Fafliion’s  laWy  whene'er  the  Tragic  Mufe 
With  Jympathetic  tears  each  eye  bedews  ; 

When  Jome  bright  Virtue  at  her  call  appears ^ 

Wak'd  from  the  dead  repoje  of  rolling  years  ; 

When  facred  Worthies  jhe  bids  breathe  anew y 
nat  men  may  be^  vjhat  fhe  difplays  to  view  ; 

By  Falliion’s  law,  with  light  f ant aftic  mien 
"The  Comic  Sifter  trips  it  o'er  the  Jcene ; 

Arm'd  at  all  points  with  wit  and  wanton  wilesy 
Plays  off  her  airSy  and  calls  forth  all  herfmiles  ; 

Till  each  fine  feeling  of  the  heart  be  o'ery 
And  the  gay  wonder  how  they  wept  before. 

Say,  do  you  wijhy  ye  bright y ye  virtuous  train , 

That  ev'ry  tear  that  felly  fhould  fall  in  vain? 

If  this  night's  fcenes  Jo  ft  pity  could  imp  arty 
^Tis  your' s to  Jet  the  fajhion  of  the  heart. 

’ Tis  your' Sy  ye  fairy  to  aid  Alzuma’s  caufe-y 
His  ruin'd  empiroy  and  expiring  laws. 
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For  Orellana  77iay  I dare  to  plead  ? 

My  faults  will  all  your  kind  indulgence  need. 
On  you  my  hopes  are  fix'd : One  /mile  from  you 
"To  me  is  worth  the  treafures  ^/Pcrii. 


END  of  the  FIRS  T V O L.  U M E. 


* t 


■s. 

< V 


■ ' ■ ■'  ^ 

- . ■ ■■  ' <j- 

■ ■ 4 1 • - \ t ,•  “•  1‘ 

i'  - "■  \ : - '' 

.Y  :l 


*■•  ,•/^^  ■•  • %'.V  A'’:  '•; 


a'  ' 


i2y:  ‘ .'  ^ ^ ’•*  • 

.. ' r ' 


tv.  - f-;r  V'  : 


« > 


\ 


■}!  ■ 


t 


^ • 


f 


mi 


